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Tension Head 


Long sat at the low plastic table, a red crayon in his hand. One of the boys in block A had taken it from a 
therapy room and Long, in turn, had taken it from him. It was worn down to a nub, and the heat from his 
fingers had warped the sides, but the bright spot of color was distraction enough. He dragged it across the 
textured table, and listened to the wax rub over each small crack. 


"Got a question," his companion asked, leaning over the opposite side of the table. Long raised an eyebrow and 


lifted his head, mildly interested. 
| heard that some new fish asked you why we all call you Long, and you told him some bullshit story about 
the length of your juvenile record," Ollie folded his fingers, continuing in the face on Long's slow, bemused smile. 


"See, when | met you, | heard a different story. You ever going to tell us the truth?" 


Shaking his head, Long rolled the crayon between his fingers and slid it into the pocket of his loose sweatpants. 
Ollie rolled his eyes. 


"You're not as fucking mysterious as you think you are, Long. Not even close." 


Snorting, he simply shrugged and maintained his silence, watching the room around him. It was quiet, hardly 
strange in the indoor recreation block. A sweep the previous night had seen the majority of the trouble 
makers thrown into solitary, the usual punishment for being caught with contraband in your hands or your 


cell. For the next few days, every one else walked, slept, ate and shit on eggshells. 
"Here comes a shifty-looking twat." Long finally spoke, surprising Ollie into craning his neck around the room. 
The third member of their little gang had appeared from a block of glass-walled cells, his hands dug deep into 


his pockets and his shoulders hunched. 


"Don;t you look like a ray of fucking sunshine!" Ollie grinned, rocking back on his chair and kicking his feet 
against the legs of the table, hyperactive as ever. Long rolled his eyes. 


"Keep your voice down." Chris hissed, collapsing into a plastic chair as though he were nothing more than 


bones and hair, contained within a state-issued jumpsuit. "Someone's going to think you're on something.” 

Ollie shrugged, tucking his legs up beneath his torso and spreading his fingers out over the table, sliding playing 
cards around as though they were plastic cars. Long watched with faint amusement, before returning his 
attention to Chris. 


"So? Where have you been?" 


"You know," Chris replied, his voice low and his shoulders bowed forward. "Around. Word is that after last 
right, there's more than a little dissension in the ranks." 


He leaned forward again, his eyes flickering around the room before he continued. Even Long moved from his 
position of languid apathy to hunch over the table. 


"One of the boys from the B row got pinched with a bottle in his cell, and now he's in the solitary pen. | heard 
it was vodka, or something like it, but no one's talking yet. Gonna be a long, quiet few days." 


The amiable silence between the three three stretched for several minutes before being broken, as predicted, 


by Ollie's lack of a verbal filter. 

"ld kill someone for a bottle of fucking vodka Where'd he get it?" 

Long laughed as Chris held his head in his hands, delivering a swift kick to his friend beneath the table. 
"That's rice, Ollie. Real fucking smart. Why don;t you say that a little louder, and maybe you'll get locked up on 
your lonesome as well, huh? Do you know what kind of people are down there? Guys that will fuck you up, 


regardless of whether they're locked away from you or not. Now keep your fucking mouth shut." 


The silence returned, this time in the face of Ollie's disgruntled pout, before Long cleared his throat and 


shifted his thin, lanky legs beneath the table. 
"Fuck the vodka, I'd do anything for a cigarette." 


Expecting a verbal rebuff much like his own, Ollie eagerly leaned forward and propped his chin against his 
palms, elbows on the table. All Chris offered, however, was a slow, faint smile. 


"| could arrange that," he whispered, fingers twitching towards the breast pocket of his dark blue jumpsuit. It 
was unzipped to the waist, proudly revealing hints of dark ink beneath the white wifebeater. With another 
glance around the room, he produced two pristine, complete cigarettes. Long's eyes hit his hairline, and Ollie 


was the first to speak. 


"Now, where the fuck did you get those? And what did you have to do for them, eh? Get on your knees and 
bark like a dog?" 


Chris shot him a short glare and handed a cigarette to each man, leaning back in his chair with a smug grin on 
his face. Long looked as though he was about to burst into tears. 


"| had a short conversation with someone, is all. A very short, very interesting, very enlightening conversation" 


‘Oh yeah?" Ollie's eyes were the size of dinner plates, leaning so far across the table he would have been a 


tempting target for anyone passing by. Chris grinned, happy in his arrogance. 
"Yeah. That skinny guy, from the mail room. The scary one. Mark" 


A shudder ran down Long's generous spine and he too leaned forward, dark hair hanging across his cheeks like 


a curtain. 


"You know who that guy's mixed up with, right? Scarier bastards than you'll find in this place. You'd do better 
to stay away from him, Chris.” 


"Nah," Chris shook his head with a short, sharp jerk to the left. The light of mischief shone in his eyes, and 
Long couldn't help but feel as though he'd seen that light the night before they wound up in their current 


state of incarceration 
"He's good. Kind of..odd, but good. In a trustworthy sort of way." 


"Oh, yeah," Ollie cut in, rolling his eyes and scratching idly at his unshaven jaw. "Plenty of those in prison. So 
many fucking trustworthy guys we're having trouble finding places to stuff them all.” 


Chris shot him another silencing look, clearing his throat and looking back at Long. His taller, quieter friend, at 
least, looked mildly interested, 


‘Offered me a job, he did. A favor for a friend. Something to shake things up around here. You know the guy 
with the vodka, what's his name..Brent?" 


Long and Ollie nodded, their initial doubt replaced with quiet interest. 
"They didn't just lock him up, my friends. Oh no. Apparently the word is they kicked the shit out of him.broke 
his nose, and his wrist. Mark said you could hear him yelling from his mail run. Now | don't know about you 


two, but | don't want to be the next one at the hard end of a guard's bad day.’ 


"Hn," Ollie snorted, folding his arms over his broad, compact chest. "Fucking serves him right, | say. That'll 
teach him for not sharing his piss. | - hey!" 


He yelped, lurching forward against the table as Chris delivered a swift smack across the back of his head. 
Ollie glared at him, rubbing the back of his neck. Chris lifted a warning finger. 


"You shut your damn mouth, before someone hears you rumning it. Things are coming to a head in here, boys, 
and | for one am not about to take this treatment any more. I'm taking this job, the favor, whether you two 


are in it or not" 


Long stayed quiet for a moment, rolling the cigarette between his fingers and closing his eyes in thought. He 
nodded after several moment, slipping the smoke into his pocket and folding his arms across his thin torso. 


"Alright. It won;t be the first time I've followed you into a really fucking stupid idea" 


Grinning at him, Chris reached over and clapping him on the shoulder. Ollie piped up almost immediately, rapping 
his fingers over the table. 


"l'm in If you get me some more smokes. One just ain't going to cut it, Chrissy.” 
Chris snorted, clocking his friend across the back of the head again. 


"Start barking like a dog, Ollie, and we'll see how long it takes for your bitch ass to earn another cigarette." 


eR 


Cocaine Radio 


Author's Notes: 
It\'s starting to get nasty. Not for the faint of heart, or stomach... 


Joey walked back into the recreation room alone, his hands in his pockets and the top half of his jumpsuit tied 
around his waist, leaving him otherwise bare from he hips up. He'd hit the weight room right after the 
meeting with his lawyer. The physical exertion, he'd found, was the best way to clear his head and focus his 
thoughts, as well as the best defense against getting his hopes up. 


Of course, good news was good news, and he felt the need to share it with someone. 
"Castillo! Hey - Joey!" 


Joey glanced over his shoulder, grinning at the sight of a familiar face. One of the new kids, Billy, who had 
made his home in the double cell next to Joey's single was headed towards him, arms out at his sides. 


"So?" he asked, clapping his friend on the back. He was taller than Joey, if not as wide, and just as covered in 
tattoos. A good irish boy, and the only other catholic inmate Joey had met. "How'd it go? You don't look like 


you've had your spirit broken." 


Snorting, Joey lifted his shoulders in a non-committal gesture, waving Billy back to the open door of his tiny 


cell. He sat on the low cot, Billy leaning against the door, and waited a few quiet moments before speaking. 
"They started the appeal yesterday, which, apparently, they don't need me there for." 


"You're kidding!" Billy's eyes lit up and he clapped his hands, grinning and sitting down beside Joey. "They started 


it already? Damn, man, | need your lawyer..." 

"Yeah," Joey snorted, "if you can afford him. My sisters found the guy.first good thing that's come out of 
having eight of them. But he thinks I've got a good chance, you know? They're re-examining the evidence. | 
could be walking out of here by the end of next week." 


Billy shook his head, letting out a low whistle. He cracked his knuckles and watched the tiles for a moment, not 
wanting to jinx Joey's optimism by saying something flippant. 


"Good thing, too," he finally spoke, breaking his own silence and leaning back against the stone wall. "Too many 
innocent people already in jail - we don't need your ass in here, cluttering it up for the rest of us.” 


Joey smiled to himself, leaning beside Billy and cooling his tense shoulders against the stone. 


Ill miss you too, Bill Maybe if I'm ever in Atlanta, Ill look you up. You'll be out of here in a year, at the most. 


Like you said - too many innocent men" 
"Everyone in here's innocent, Joey. Ask them." 


The silence returned for several minutes and the two sat side by side, enjoying the cool air of the quiet six by 
twelve foot cell. The blocks of bunks and cells, one on each side of the pentagonal recreation room, three 


stories high, were still relatively new and clean. The luxury suites. 
"How's Brent? | heard what they did to him, man That's not right” 


Billy shrugged, picking at the already worn knee of his jumpsuit. Three months in the penn, and Billy had already 
made a reputation for himself as a scrapper. There were other rumors, of course, but none that Joey would 


ever care to address. 


"Don;t know. | was down in the infirmary when you came back, trying to get the word on his injuries, but no 
one would let me in. Wouldn't even tell me if he was in the ward, or back in solitary. Dailor's pissed all to hell, 


mad at Brent as well as the guards." 


Joey nodded faintly, tilting his head to look out of the thick, plexiglass door of his celllt took up the entire wall 
that faced out into the rec room, and he could see across the floor to the cells occupied by Billy and his 
friends. Billy Kelliher, Brann Dailor, Brent Hinds and Troy Sanders. The boys of B block Arrested together, tried 
together, and imprisoned together. The cell occupied by Brent and Dailor was empty, but Joey could make out 
the faint line of Billy's cellmate, Sanders, dark against the white-washed cell wall 


"| would be too. He's lucky he didn't get his ass handed to him just for being in the same cell as Brent. Still.it 
was fucked up what they did to him. Think there'll be any backlash?" 


Billy glanced down at his hands, lacing his fingers and wringing them together. That, accompanied with the small 
shrug of his shoulders gave Joey a small, heavy sensation in the pit of his stomach. 


"Billy." 


"Look," he shrugged again, hunching over and turning to Joey, his back to the door. "I've heard some things. 
Those three kids, the brits, from up in C? They looked like they were having some kind of fucking pow-wow 
thismorning. | know Dailor hasn't said anything, but Sanders is acting like he's expecting Armageddon’ 


Joey groaned, letting his head fall forward into his hands. He didn't need this. A fight, a scrap, even a fucking 
riot would draw in everyone from every block of cells. All he wanted to do, all he needed to do was to stay out 
of the way, keep to himself, and watch the days tick away until the result of his appeal came back. Billy 


watched him, letting the news sink in, before continuing. 


"IIl make sure nothing comes your way. Just stay in here. I'll spread the word around.tell them you've got 


rabies, or something. 


"Thanks," Joey laughed, snorting and shaking his head a little. Billy stood and turned to the door, pulling up the 
sleeves of his jumpsuit and zipping it. 


"Who're you getting all dressed up for, then?" 


Billy rolled his eyes, shoving Joey gently on the shoulder and ducking to glance in the the tiny, water-stained 


mirror. 
"Chapel. Just wanted to stop by for a couple of hours. Until lights out" 


“Again? Damn, Billy. | thought you were as innocent as a baby..what the fuck is weighing so heavy on your 


mind that you spend half your days there, anyway?" 

"I am innocent," he plucked at his hair, repeating the words that had so quickly become a sort of mantra for 
the tall irishman. "At least, | was until | got here. Doesn't matter whether you did the crime or not, prison 
turns you into a criminal.” 


Joey nodded. Truer words than those were hard to come buy. 


"Besides," Billy continued, "| figure that I've got some time to spare. | may as well get a head start on 
forgiveness, right?And the new priest starts today.. should at least make myself known. You should come with 


me. 
"Nice try," Joey grinned, but shook his head regardless. He'd heard the same thing from Billy ever since he'd 
found out they had their religion in common, and despite the constant lack of enthusiasm on Joey's part, Billy 


still hadn't given up. 


| haven't gone to that chapel in three years, and I'm not starting now. A church in prison.its just wrong, man. 


Makes me feel ill. Besides, if I'm looking for reception and someone to talk to, | can do it by myself." 
He gestured to the rosary hanging on the wall, and Billy nodded on his way out of the door. 
"Alright. I'll see you later, before lock down. God keep you, man. Fuck knows the rest of us don't want you." 


Joey laughed, throwing a half-roll of toilet paper at Billy as he ducked out of the door. 


eR 


Once he had explained the basic elements of the plan, Chris found that Long and Oli could come up with no 


objections. The rewards were tempting, the execution was simple enough, and most of all.the temptation for 


excitement was overwhelming. Prison life was hardly satisfying. 

Step one slipped easily into place after Chris decided it would be much more simple to take care of it 
personally, using his two cohorts as backup. As quickly as the plan had come together, it could just as easily 
fall apart. 

He had found the guard with no trouble. A new man, tall and good looking, a virgin to the inner workings of this 
particular wing of the prison. Just what Chris needed. Having waited for a moment alone, he bit at his lower lip 
until he felt it swell with blood, leaning against the wall beside the man. 

"Hey there, piggy. Got a light?" 


The guard snorted, hefting the modified nightstick that seemed sewn to his arm. He eyed Chris warily, but the 


lingering glance at his mouth went far from unnoticed. 


"That's Corrections Officer to you.." he peered at Chris's jumpsuit, sneering. "Glithero. Get back to your cell, 
it's almost lights out" 


"Oh come on," Chris rolled his eyes dramatically, his dark lashes giving him the permanent illusion of black 
eyeliner. A curse in his first few months of incarceration, he'd eventually learned to use his looks for personal 
gain. 


"| was just introducing myself. You look like a nice enough guy. No scars..no tasers..you must be new here." 


The man raised an eyebrow, talking another pause to look Chris up and down. Slim, tall enough to be noticeable. 


Interesting tattoos, and greasy, wavy hair. There were plenty of uglier men in the penn, that was for sure. 
"Yeah. You must have missed the welcome party. There was cake. Get the fuck out of here.” 

Chris gritted his teeth, slipping his hands into his pockets as his fists clenched, a familiar anger boiling in the 
empty pit of his stomach. The guard took his silence as a challenge, hefting his baton and taking a step 


forward. 


"Didn't you hear me boy? What the fuck are you in here for anyway, huh? You roll some trick that got too 
grabby, and wouldn't pay? Do as you're told, before you find trouble." 


"Hey, | was just trying to introduce myself." Chris offered, standing his ground. His fingers closed around the 
hard line of plastic in his pocket. 


"Why don't you suck my dick?" 


Although made with sarcasm, it was the retort Chris had been looking for, and his red-flushed lips split into a 


grin. He backed away a few steps, until he felt the curve of his ass press into a doorknob. A supply closet. He 
arched an eyebrow, tilting his head back, and winked at the guard. 


"Everyone deserves a nice welcome." 


The tall, decent looking man watched him for a half-second, as if he were considering his options. A pretty boy, 
alone, small enough to pose little threat. Sexual contact between inmates and guards was an unspoken 


fact..everyone did it. It had even been alluded to in his orientation. What did he have to lose? 


He walked towards Chris, reaching around him to unlock the door with the loop of keys that hung at his hip. It 
opened quietly, easily, and Chris backed into the tiny room without prompting. 


"So what are you actually in here for, huh?" he asked, and Chris was thankful for the darkness that hid the 
rolling of his eyes. If they guy wanted to make small talk, fine. Whatever he had to do to keep his mind off of 


what was probably a pregnant wife and a new car waiting for him at home. 


"I stole a police car and rolled it off the highway." Chris drawled, already halfway to his knees. The guard 
clicked the door shut, and he noticed with no small amount of relief that he neglected to lock it again. "You 


know. Those crazy days of youth.” 
The man snorted, resting his nightstick on a shelf just above Chris's head. 


"Yeah, I'll bet. | don't know, man, with a pretty face like yours | was sure you were a whore or something. On 


the outside, | mean" 


He laughed at his own joke, and Chris felt the bile rise in his throat. Just choke it down You can do it. You've 
done it before, and at least you know this one had a happy ending. 


"Yeah. Gotta look after yourself in the big house somehow, huh." He replied, shrugging his shoulders and trying 
not to look away as the man unzipped his fly. It wasn't bad. Not the worst. Thick.impresivley so, but not much 
else. It felt heavy against his lips. 


Chris sighed softly, thanking the echo of the supply closet for turning his frustrated hiss into what could have 
been mistaken for a satisfied groan He swallowed reflexively, and nearly bit down as the man above him 
laughed. 

"Don't get ahead of yourself, baby. I'm not even close to your throat yet." 

Replying by way of another forced moan, Chris arched his back a little and tilted his head back, relaxing his 
throat and letting the very head of the man's uncircumcised prick slide over the back of his tongue. It felt 
raspy, strangely rough against prickling taste buds, and that was when he decided to bite down 


The guard threw his head back to scream, but a slender-fingered hand clamped over his mouth and yanked 


him backwards. Chris spat his meager mouthful onto the floor and wiped his chin on the guard's pants, looking 
up at Long. 


"Told you he wouldn't lock it," he hissed, licking his lips and standing. Long rolled his eyes and said nothing, 


holding the bleeding man as he spasmed and convulsed. 


Taking the keys from the belt and the nightstick from the shelf, Chris retrieved the plastic shank from his 
pocket and held it up into the dim light, grabbing the guard by the jaw and forcing his attention 


"See this, you fucking pervert?" He twisted the makeshift knife, reflecting the light. "It's a melted fucking 
coffee cup lid wrapped in toilet paper, and if you so much as twitch again, l'm going to jam it in your leg. / know 


where your femoral artery is. Do you?" 


"P-please.." The man gasped, blubbering and stuttering through blood. Evidently, he'd bitted his tongue at the 


same time Chris had nearly severed the tip of his prick "mmm.my wife is pregnant" 


Chris laughed, loud and sharp. The first step of the plan, as predicted, had gone off without a hitch. He'd 
always known he'd prove himself to every piece of shit in this building, and today it was finally going to happen 
He waited for the bang on the door, signaling the all-clear from Oli. 


"Come on, baby," he purred, smacking the guard in the thight with the steel baton, motioning for Long to move. 


"There are some very important people in this place, and you're going to introduce me to them." 


eR 


The Lonely Ones 


Author's Notes: 
Things are starting to get rather dire for the Zico boys.. 


Joey sighed as he opened his eyes, sitting at an empty table in the middle of the rec room. The place was 
deserted, and he'd long ago come to the conclusion that there were few things more jarring than silence in a 
prison. Every few minutes he'd glanced at the wire-caged clock hung above a mounted loudspeaker, but the 


hands were moving almost mockingly slow. Billy wasn't back from teh chapel. 


Still. That was nothing to be worried about. He'd probably gotten distracted by the new priest, sitting in the 
front pew and pouring his heart out. Joey liked the irish fine, but Billy was a classic example of their inability 
to shut up. 


He groaned and stretched, his shoulders grating and popping in their sockets. He'd worked them too hard in the 
weight room. He knew that. But the physical grind and exertion had become a welcome distraction from the day 
to day monotony. A bored mind, Billy had told him, was a mind that liked to wander, and Joey rarely liked the 
places where his thoughts led him. 


Three years, almost to the day, since he'd found himself in the experimental integration wing. A long time, but 
certainly not long enough to forget the sounds and the smells that had lined his path to incarceration He 
hadn't yet forgotten the life that had preceded prison - the sounds of drills and saws, hissing nail guns and 
swearing men. The hydraulics of delivery trucks and the grinding of sparks against steel. Joey never really 
minded sitting back and meditating on his life before. It often proved to be a pleasant distraction 


There were others too that came back to him in the middle of a quiet afternoon. His sister. The younger of 
the eight older Castillo women. She still visited him every week, and she'd been the one pioneering his appeal. If 
she felt she owed it to him, she was right, but Joey had always said he'd do anything to protect any member 
of his family. 


The slamming of skin against skin was something he'd sooner forget, but it never seemed like it would happen 
that way. He'd heard the bones crunch. That was the worst part. Worse even than the smell of blood, or the 
stench of human excrement as the man had shit himself, falling to the ground like a puppet without his 


strings. His sister had screamed, and in the deepest moments of reflection, Joey was sure he had too. 


He jolted himself from the memories, cursing for having let them slip back once more. There had to e 
something else he could do with his time. Maybe Billy had a point.maybe the chapel could provide at least a 
little distraction. He sighed and rubbed at his eyes with the back of his hand, figuring that the best way to 
make the most of the day was to sleep it off in his cell. 


As Joey stood, several familiar faces walked into the open room, with a stranger in their middle. The british 
boys from the C Block.Joey had long forgotten what they called themselves, but Billy knew. He resumed his 

seat, watching carefully and recalling the words of his friend. They certainly did look as though they were up 
to something. 


The two in front, one immensely lanky and the other unshaven, parted to reveal the stranger in the middle, 
and Joey's heart sunk deep within his chest. It was a guard, the uniform was obvious, but Joey didn't recognize 
his face. What he did recognize, however, was the dark, wet patch growing in the front of the man's trousers. 
There was no way it could be anything other than blood, and from teh faint stain around the third inmate's 


mouth, Joey's fears were soon confirmed. 


"Heyl" The kid yelled, clearing his throat and smacking the guard's stolen baton against the nearest table. 
Everyone else in the room swung into action within seconds. A guard, somewhere, hit a silent alarm and lights 
began to flash, circling around the room in waves of blue and red. Inmates that were quick enough left their 
cells before the autolocks echoed, and Joey was left standing in the middle of the room, sinking slowly back to 
his seat. 


"HEY!" The kid, wavy-haired and bloody-mouthed, shouted again. He grinned and shoved the guard forward onto 
his knees, holding the plastic shank against the soft, goosebumped skin of the bleeding man's neck. "I need a 


favor!" 


Guards lined the barriers of each floor above them. Half wore expressions of shock and fear on the faces 
while the others, older men, men who had seen this type of thing before, wore nothing but anger. There were 
no guns on the floor, but the wary crackle of tasers and the rasp of batons being drawn from drawn from 
belts joined the fading echoes of the locks slamming home. Chris. Joey finally recalled his name, crouched low in 
his chair and watching in still silence as Chris continued his tirade. 


First, you're going to unlock every door that just shut itself. And then, you're going to leave. Every last 
fucking one of you. Do these two little things for me, and this poor guy here will live long enough to see his 
fucking wife drop his kid. Got it?" 


Joey flinched at the words, hissing under his breath and wishing to god that there could be more to defend 
himself with than plastic chairs and tables. He didn't need this, not a hold-out, not a riot. It was impossible to 


not become involved. 


The tasers hissed and the lights still flashed, but as the minutes passed and blood slowly beaded on the neck 
of the shaking, pale-faced guard, something finally happened. The doors unlocked themselves, clicking back and 
swinging open as other inmates joined the growing crowd. One by one, the guards withdrew from their positions 
on the rails, and the tasers faded back into harmless battery packs. Joey had seen something like this before 
- a policy of complete compliance had always been used in a hostile situation, until demands could be heard. 
The guards and administrators of the prison would do anything to save one of their own, and he couldn't blame 


them. He'd done the same, after all. 


One by one, the inmates started to move closer. They passed by the tiny gang and their prisoner like a funeral 
march, leering down their noses at the helpless guard, spitting and laughing. Joey stayed back, maintaining his 
seat at a far table, making the least confrontational statement about his feelings in the matter. He watched 
the boy in the middle, Chris, and soon enough he began to feel sorry for him. 


The kid was delighting in the attention, tucking his hair back and puffing his chest out, grinning at every clap on 
the back. He was practically blushing in some moments as the pride went to his head. Joey knew the type. He'd 
seen the kid around ever since they'd first showed up, all three of them together. Chris had been instantly 
singled out for his pretty lower lip and his green, green eyes. A target, if ever one had been made. His first 
night in the prison had been punctuated with quiet, muffled sobs that were soon drowned out by the laughter 
of teh surrounding cells. To be honest, Joey had been waiting for this day. 


The crowd of supporters, raucous and cheering although all clearly on guard soon dispersed as a familiar 
figure approached from a far cell. The prisoners parted like a red sea of blue jumpsuits, and Chris and his 


cronies stiffened within seconds. Joey knew exactly who was facing them. 


His name was Mark Lanegan, and the man was less an inmate and more a legendary specter. He looked as 
though he'd been cobbled together by a lazy sculptor, too bored with his art to add muscles and tone to a 
skeleton stretched tight with scarred and chipped skin. He moved like a man who had all the time in the world, 


slow and deliberate, with no facial expression that any man could read. He was, in a word, terrifying. 


Joey had been through the occasional encounter with the man, enough to get a glimpse of what made him tick 
He was a part of a group of men that ran the prison from the inmate's side, four prisoners that had lived 
together on the outside, sinned together in the eyes of their respective gods, and had been incarcerated 
together every time they were caught. Mark himself had been in and out of the jail more than once, each 
time for the same offense. The wist in his eyes and the scars on his arms were evidence of just how much 


the Mark Lanegan loved the needle. 


He was the last of the gang still in the general population After the last riot, just under a year ago, the other 
three had been hauled off to solitary with nary a word since. Mark, somehow, had avoided the punishment and 
had worked his way up to mail room drone. He never spoke, never looked anyone in the eye, and never got 


involved in prison politics. 


But from the way he looked at Chris, and the glances that were shared between the two, Joey had a good idea 


as to who was behind this newest hold-out. 


"Nice," Mark drawled. Judging by the shudder that ran through the crowd, Joey wasn't the only one who 
flinched at the sound of Mark speaking. The man had a voice like a jagged tin can on glass. He took a squashed 
packet of cigarettes from his pocket, apparently having been hidden from the previous night's raid, and tossed 
it to Chris. 


"You've just brought your balls back, kid. But if you want your dick back as well, my girl, you'll finish the rest 
of your job." 


Mark turned from the crowd, lurching back to his cell without further clarification. Joey watched Chris's face 
as he slid the cigarettes into his pocket, his eyes flashing either anger or disappointment. Joey was too far 
away to tell. A brief look was exchanged between the slim brit and his two friends, and Joey finally stood to 


join the throng. It was getting to the point where it was safer to move with the masses. 


"You heard the man," Chris growled, turning his attention to the men that surrounded them. His eyes gleamed. 
Mark's words to him had been a badge of honor, a new standing in the hierarchy of the prison He felt his 
cheeks flush as men who had previously used him as though he were less than a dog, straightened up and 
listened. 


He turned his newly inflated ego to the guard, nudging the shaking, twitching man with the side of his foot. He 


let out a low groan, turning his head to the side. Joey could only imagine how much blood he'd lost. 


"Up, bitch. I'm not done with you just yet" With a nod, two of the larger prisoners hauled the guard to his 
feet and Chris grinned, turning to the passage he'd just come from. Joey watched from the back of the 
growing mob as as they started to move, headed as one entity towards a bigger, better goal. 


Solitary. 
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Everywhere along the empty corridor leading to solitary confinement, the small mob came across evidence of 
the growing riot. Overturned carts, abandoned cleaning stations..the prison was quickly turning into a ghost 
town. Most of them had seen it before. The guards felt that the best way to deal with dissension was to 
completely withdraw, to back away and prevent further injury until a solution could be found. Joey had to 
agree with them.he'd seen it work before, from the inside of his cell, but it didn't look like he'd be able to 


completely avoid this one. He'd just been in the wrong place. 


The huge, steel door that led into the confinement wing was already locked, as was to be expected. A murmur 


ran through the crowd, and the half that had followed Chris began to slowly disperse. 


Chris frowned, clearly not ready yet to duck from the spotlight. He slammed on the door with the stolen 
baton, turning to the swaying, unsteady guard held tightly beside him. 


"You'd better hope your friends know what's good for them. You've got plenty more to bite off" 


The mob laughed and Chris's ego once again swelled, overjoyed to mock a figure of authority over something 


that had earlier been a source of great shame. Never again would he whore himself for his own safety. 


Shortly, and to everyone's surprise, the clanging of a door being unlocked ran out in the otherwise quiet 


hallway. Even Chris looked shocked, taking a step back and raising his weapon. 


One guard stood in the hallway, his arms folded over his chest. He held no weapons, but his taser and baton 
hung from his belt. He arched a dark eyebrow, tilted a close-shaven head, and looked down at his fellow 
corrections officer with little pity. 


"Bit your cock off, did they? That'll teach you to follow some pretty little punk into a supply closet 


The silence in the hallway was deafening. Every man was almost too shocked to speak, and it was one of Chris's 


friends who finally piped up, rubbing the stubble beneath his chin. 
"Wait.what?" 


The guard laughed, standing aside and swinging the door wide open It creaked on its hinges, and Joey's heart 
was now firmly thudding away in his gut. A dirty guard. A fucking dirty guard. He lent in as far as he could, 


peering at the man's name printed neatly on his shirt. Officer Reznor. 


"Don't you all have a job to do? What, you think that you'd actually be able to go ahead with all of this without 


inside help? Fucking prisoners..." 


The inmate who had spoken up, Oli, lunged for the man but Chris held him back with one arm, warily eying 
Reznor. He nodded shortly, walking in to the room and holding out his hand, sticky with drying blood. It was 
taken without hesitation. 


| don't get paid enough to care about this fucking job," he growled, winking at Chris and spitting at the now 
whimpering guard. "Looks like one of you fuckheads finally did something right on your knees. Good for you." 


He pulled a set of keys from his belt, moving with impressive nonchalance in the face of the shocked and 
skeptical mob of men. None of them recognized Reznor, or trusted him, but each wanted to see what he'd do 


next. He turned to Chris, sneering down a long, roman nose. 


"Well? You're Lanegan's go-to guy, aren't you? Fucking step up and finish your job. Don't think | don't know the 


plan." 


Chris shook in place for a half-second, before shrugging and taking the offered keys. He moved to the first in 
a line of ten doors, slipping the key into the lock and twisting it open. The man inside was in a terrible state, his 
face covered in bandages and his arm in a splint. They all knew him as Brent,the guy that had been stashing 
the vodka, and he was immediately hauled to his feet by two friends. 


The next cell held a small man, wiry and quiet. He grinned hugely at the group and joined the ranks without a 
word, his fingers twitching at a dark ginger mustache. Chris shrugged, feeling like he stood on the top of the 


world with every turn of each key. 


The other doors held no surprises. Men, bruised and battered, thankful to see him, joined the mob and it grew 


with cheers and greetings. In no time at all, only three doors remained. Chris hesitated 


"Go on, boy," Officer Reznor drawled from behind him, close enough for Chris to jump. "Isn't this the moment 


you've been waiting for? | know. You know that | know what this means to you. You're a big boy now, Glithero." 


Chris nodded, finding an inexplicable surge of courage in the low, snide words. He unlocked the first door, 
glancing at the nameplate that read Michael Shuman Level Four. He swallowed. A violent offender. The guy had 
probably been in the solitary bin since the last riot. Swallowing the knot in his throat, he hauled the door open 
and peered inside. 


The man was..small. Not tiny, not minuscule, but hardly what Chris had come to expect from a violent 
offender. He was even normal looking. No visible tattoos, no scars. Long hair heavy with grease was tied back 
with a strip of fabric. He had a slim face with a firm jaw, and the man.Michael, stared at the ground as if the 
door were still shut. He didn't move an inch, or acknowledge the event of his freedom. He just..sat, hunched in a 


corner, and stared at the ground. 


"He'll do that," Reznor prompted Chris, poking him in the back of one shoulder with his nightstick. Chris jumped 
a little, shrugging and moving on to the second to last cell that read Nick Oliveri Fine. Fuck that guy. He could 


come out on his own time..Chris wasn't going to let one freak spoil his moment of glory. 


He unlocked the door and swung it wide. The man inside was waiting for him with a sick, wide grin on his face. 
His bald head reflected the artificial light and he tugged on a long, pointed beard as he walked out into the 


crowded room. 
"So, | finally got invited to the party, huh? About fucking time you bastards came and got us." 


He was taken into the mob with shouts and cheers of delight, followed by the back-slapping and hand-shaking 


that usually accompanied the return of a great hero. 


Joey stayed silent, having moved again to the back of the mob. He wasn't very keen on making his presence 
known just yet. He had a little history with Nick, enough to warrant a heated discussion. But later. Definitely 


later. 


The last door was already unlocked when Joey looked back. Chris opened it slowly, almost hesitantly. He'd never 
met the man inside, but the stories were enough to justify his heart leaping into his throat. He didn't look at 
the name tag, just opened the door wide before he changed his mind. 


The inmate who emerged, blinking blue eyes in the light was tall. Immensely tall, more so than any other 
prisoner. He carried it well on broad shoulders and a thick waist. Everything about him was intimidating, from 
the tattoos on his knuckles and the sneer on his lips to the bright ginger hair that hung in his eyes. He was 


unshaven, scruffy, filthy, and the most unnerving man Chris had ever met. 


"| need a fucking cigarette." he growled, looking around the room like a lion surveying his domain. Officer Reznor 


slid from his desk, apparently the only man not frozen in fear. 


"Got you covered, Red," he said, tossing him a cigarette and a small matchbook. The red-headed man laughed 
as he caught them, raising his eyebrows and smirking. 


| thought | heard your name from inside my iron box, Trent. Why the fuck did you get transfered here?" 


Trent shrugged, his own mysterious smiles split by another cigarette, inhaling deeply. He glanced at the faces 
of the crowd around them and, apparently not seeing what he wanted to, turned back to his friend. 


"| got my reasons, Josh. | got my reasons." 


Josh nodded shortly, inhaling lungs full of smoke and groaning, handing the cigarette to Nick and leaning back 


against the cell door. 


"Alright. Who's the fish who started all of this, hmm? Who do | have to thank for a nice eyeful of fluorescent 
light?" 


Chris felt someone shove him forward from the group and he stumbled against the side of the desk, 
straightening up and tilting his head back, looking Josh in the eye. The huge man grinned, laughing and motioning 
for the return of his cigarette. 


"A skinny little thing like you? Well shit. | guess Mark had some reason for picking you." He shook his head, 
clearly amused, motioning for Chris to stand beside him. "You're in my good books now, kid. You stand right 
here." 

He breathed the smoke from his nostrils, looking each prisoner in the face and nodding. Joey held his eyes for 
a moment, looking away before any challenge could be assumed. Josh took another drag, before handing the 


cigarette back. 


"Nick, get Mikey out of his fucking cell. He's doing that mysterious, catatonic bullshit. | say it's about time we 


went home, payed a visit to some friends. You wanna see Mark again, Nicky?" 

The bald man let out a short, sharp bark of laughter, filled with so much vile innuendo that everyone in the 
room took a step back. A sharp grind and click from Trent's direction caught their attention, and they turned 
to see him loading a pistol and tossing it to Josh. 

"Mmm. | knew you had one of these around here somewhere." 


"Yeah," Trent shrugged, folding his arms over his broad chest. "Only one on this floor. Yours now, buddy.” 


Josh nodded, winking at him and grinding his cigarette out on the cell door. He looked, absurdly, like a king. He 


commanded the attention of every man in the room, and held the gun like he didn't know what to use it for 


first - shoot someone, or fuck someone. He smiled again, slow and sharp, like a wolf, and cleared his throat. 


"This is my prison now, and | need a shower, a shave, and a fuck" He announced, turning to Chris with a 
malicious light in his eyes. He clapped a huge hand down on the boy's thin shoulder. "Guess which one you're 


responsible for?" 
Joey watched from the doorway as the kid's face fell, and he knew instantly what Chris was thinking He'd had 
his fifteen minutes of fame, his time in the spotlight, and by letting his ego drive him on and on, he'd 


unwittingly bent himself over again. 


Chris was very quickly beginning to realize that, like so many other times before, he had been well and truly 


used, 
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The procession was met with thunderous applause as they made their way back into the rec room. Every 
prisoner who had stayed behind when the bulk of the group had headed towards Solitary rose to his feet, 
yelling and cheering for the triumphant return. 


Josh was in his element. He held his hands up in the air, kicking the wounded guard in the back of the knees 
and knocking the shaking man to the floor. Again, he raised his hands in triumph and again, the roar of applause 


reached a crescendo. 


Joey left the back of the group, making his away towards the rows of plastic chairs and tables that had 
become makeshift bleachers. He sat quietly, near the back, but still close enough to have a good view of what 
was about to come. The feeling of a rock sinking in his stomach had not yet subsided. 


A blond man walked forward, a huge grin on his face and his arms held out in welcome. The smaller of the 
men, the one with the mustache, liberated from Solitary almost lunged forward, crushing the blonde's torso in 


what could only be described as a desperate hug. 


"Fuck," he gasped, laughing and pulling away. Joey recognized him slowly.Gene Trautman. Assault with a deadly 
weapon. His friend, the man who had embraced him so earnestly, was Jesse Hughes, but try as he might Joey 


couldn't muster any information on the petite man. 


Josh broke forward from the group, kicking the prone guard out of the way and grabbing Gene by the hand. 
They too embraced briefly, before Josh pulled away and held Gene by the shoulders. 


"So. What have | missed?" 
Gene laughed, shrugging beneath Josh's heavy grip and jerking one thumb towards a far row of cells. 


"Got a surprise for you. A welcome home gift. Seems someone got caught in the shower block, and..well. You'll 


see. 
Intrigued, Josh made his way through the mob towards the cells, Trent and Gene following close behind. The 
guard received his share of surprised looks but the body language and the look on his face was clear. Trent 


was Josh's man, and that made him untouchable in anyone's eyes. 


The inmates gathered around Josh, peering eagerly at the cells. Each was empty and open, save for a double 


cell on the far left. The door was barred with the broken legs of a plastic chair, and two fairly burly prisoners 
stood guard outside. Josh waved them away and as he approached the cell every man in the room could feel 
the hairs on the back of his neck rise. 


"Well well. Officer Jeordie White. It has been a long time." 


The corrections officer in the cell jerked his head up from where he'd been handcuffed to the pipes of a 
mildewed sink. His lip was split and his nose was bloody, but he looked more dazed than physically harmed. He 
squinted at Josh, and when recognition finally hit, he instinctively moved back against the steel basin 


"Nice to see you remember me," Josh purred, turning back to his congregation of misfits. "Gentlemen! Meet 
Corrections Officer, Mr Jeordie White! This is the sniveling pig who was responsible for depriving you all of my 


company for so very long." 


A roar of laughter shook the Plexiglas door of the cell and Jeordie twisted his head from side to side, eyeing 
each man who jeered and slammed their palms against the door. He quickly recognized Trent and his eyes 
flashed, curling his lip and spitting at his fellow guard. 


"Let me make this very clear.." Josh spoke again, his voice switching instantly to a low, drawled warning. “This 
man has made my life very hard. Officer White has a hard time taking a joke, you see, so | want you all to 


understand this." 


He leaned forward, almost as if he were having a hushed conversation with a friend, but every man in the 


room heard his words. Even Joey, still at the back, felt a shiver run down his spine. 


"If anyone touches him, I'll cut open their fucking face like | did to him. | won't go to solitary for slicing a man, 
not this time. This is my prison" 


The mob stayed quiet, several members flicking their eyes towards the bound guard. He twitched his head to 
the side, shaking dark hair from his face, and revealing a long, jagged scar in front of his ear. The silence was 
all Josh needed to hear. 


"Good! And my friends, the same goes for my dear friend here, Officer Reznor." he clapped a hand down on 
Trent's shoulder, drawing an amused snort from the guard. "Who, | believe, has some business to attend to. 


Off you go." 


Trent nodded shortly, grasping Josh's wrist in a subtle gesture of understanding before he weaved into the 
crowd. He seemed as if he were searching for someone who appeared to be absent, and few men payed him 


any mind as he slipped out of the rec room. 


With one lapdog thoroughly rewarded, Josh turned back to his group of admiring followers. He leaned against 
Jeordie's cell, tapping it with the heel of one foot as he surveyed the sight before him. 


| know you all want to have fun." he purred, laughing at the enthusiastic response. "but let me make this 
clear for all of you. There is a plan in motion, one in which you will all play a part. Itll come to an end with 
freedom, or death..or both. You all need to remember that this is my house now, and you play by my rules. 
Have your fun, but if you're called to action, you better fucking answer.." 


Joey folded his arms over his chest as Josh finished his very direct speech, leaning back in his chair and 
waiting for the backlash. There had to be at least one prisoner that refused to follow the huge redhead. No 


one liked being ordered around.. 


He waited, and nothing came. No murmur of protest. No frown, no scowl, no challenge to Josh's authority. His 
charisma and presence smothered any thought of rebellion, and Joey rubbed hard at the back of his neck. If 
one man could bring together a group of society's rejects with just a few words, they were all in a lot of 
trouble. 


"Go," Josh broke the silence, satisfied that his words were thoroughly understood. He glanced down at his wild- 
eyed friend, Nick, who seemed to be almost chomping at the bit. "Go have fun. You all deserve it” 
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Mark sat in the back of his cell, hunched up in a corner of his bed like a toddler in a thunderstorm. He'd heard 
most of Josh's speech, a few words had been drowned out by cheering inmates, but Mark could guess what 
was being said. 


He knew what was coming. The result of two months planning. It had started when he made a food delivery to 
the solitary block. Nothing out of the ordinary..he'd been running the food and mail carts for nearly a year 

before a jarringly familiar face had greeted him. Mark hadn't seen Trent in years, not since before this latest 
incarceration. Trent had still been a parole officer then, somehow managing to balance a successful job with a 


burgeoning coke habit and a close friendship with several dangerous criminals. 


Mark had never worked out just why Trent had switched careers, or why he'd transfered to the integration 
wing, but it had provided Mark with the opportunity he'd been waiting for. A hand on the inside. 


He sighed and looked up at the ceiling of the tiny single cell, pulling his scarred, bony arms closer around his 
chest. He'd spent most of his life in prison, and it was the only home he'd ever known. His friends on the 
outside had been made on the inside, and he'd follow them back behind bars every time, just for the company. 


And that, he reminded himself, was the reason he was waiting, alone in his cell, away from the congratulations 


and celebrations. 


"Hey," The word was punctuated by a short, sharp knock of knuckles on Plexiglas. Mark jerked his chin up, 
meeting the eyes of the man standing in the door of his cell. "Long time." 


Mark nodded, lowering his eyes in what any man could see was a submissive gesture. He made no other effort 


to move, simply staying where he was, curled up in a bundle of bones and tattoos. 


"You did all of this, huh?" Nick pushed himself off of the door, walking into the room and swinging the Plexiglas 
shut on it's hinges. He stood in front of the low bed, arms folded over his bare chest. Again, mark nodded. 


"Yeah," he finally spoke, keeping his head down and his eyes low. "Thought you might be getting restless in the 


lock-up. Welcome back." 


Nick snorted, letting out a rough bark of laughter that caught Mark off guard. He didn't have time to react as 
Nicks hand shot out, fingers closing around Mark's neck and hauling him to his feet. Mark gasped, struggling 
for the air that was shortly knocked from his lungs, his back hitting the hard, cold concrete. 


“All of this," Nick hissed, holding Mark against the wall with a forearm to the throat. "For me? Just to get me 
out? Damn, Marky..you shouldn't have gone to the trouble.." 


"No trouble.." Mark gasped, his ragged nails digging into Nick's strong wrist. 


"You're being too modest again, Mark. You worked hard to get me out. Took a lot of risks. But let's just keep 
this to ourselves, huh? Josh is enjoying his power trip too much to find out this has nothing to do with him." 


Mark nodded, whimpering and scratching at Nick's arm, his eyes starting to roll from the lack of oxygen. Nick 


let him down after a moment's hesitation, watching with satisfaction as he fell to his knees. 


"How'd you do it, huh? All by yourself?" Mark shook his head, groaning at the sharp twinge of pain in his 
throat. 


"Tr-Trent helped.couldn't believe my luck when he showed up. He started the ball rolling, and from there..things 
went pretty much to plan. That Chris kid was almost too easy.all | had to do was tell him he'd earn a place 
running with the big dogs, and he took the bait..." 


Nick laughed again, crouching before Mark on the floor and nodding, reaching out to brush reddish-brown hair 
to the side. 


"Stupid bitch. Josh already has his eyes on him.poor kid has a hard night ahead." 
Nick pulled a blanket from the low bed, standing again and throwing it over the top of the door. He wedged it 
shut, blocking all eyes from the rec room and finally affording himself a little privacy. He turned back to Mark, 


who was already back on the bed, his knees drawn up against his chest. 


| missed you," Nick growled, the only hint of deeper emotion that Mark expected to hear. 


"| know." 


Nick planted his hands against Mark's chest, shoving him back against the wall and straddling his thin, bony 
hips. He twisted one hand in Mark's hair, tilting his head back and pressing one cheek to his neck 


"Did anyone try and touch you, while | was away?" he whispered, feeling Mark's pulse quicken as he swallowed 


and squirmed. 


"C-couple of guys.” he replied, letting out a small, sharp cry as Nick jerked his head to the side. He felt Nick's 
jaw clench, and whimpered as the fingers tightened in his hair. 


"Who? Who fucking touched you, baby? Are they still in this wing, or did they get moved?" 


Mark shook his head vehemently, gasping and trying to pull away, pressing his hands against Nick's chest. Sunk 
deep within his hollow chest was the seed of satisfaction and relief.even after nearly a year apart, his 


relationship with Nick could never change. 
"Gone. Both of them. The first one.he didn't know what he was going, got dragged off by a guard." 


Nodding, apparently happy with this explanation, Nick bit into the soft skin beneath Mark's jaw, laughing at the 


soft moan of discomfort. 
"And the second?" 
"Jesse took care of him." 


Nick puled back, arching an eyebrow. Jesse. Josh's tiny, be-mustached friend, a permanent fixture in the prison 
and a reputation for being a hellraiser when it came to his friends. Nick could guess whether the poor bastard 


at the end of Jesse's fist had been wheeled out in a stretcher, or a body bag. 


"What happened?" he demanded, leaning back enough to pull Mark away from the wall, slamming him down onto 
the bed. He relished the sound of the creaking, groaning springs. Mark shook his head, mumbling something 
about it being in the past. The swift, cracking slap of Nick's knuckles against his cheek shocked him into 
speaking. 


"J-Jesse.Jesse raped the guy. Dragged him off me and into the rec room.threw him over a table and messed 


his face up. Fucked the guy until he couldn't scream anymore. jesus, Nick, no one else laid a hand on me.." 


Slowly, satisfied with the truth, Nick leaned down and licked the thin line of blood forming on Marks lower lip. 


He smiled, tilting his chin up and pressing soft, bloody kisses over the sharp curve of Mark's jaw. 


"I owe him a beer. Someone's gotta look after you...” 


Mark sighed, rolling his eyes and ducking another slap as he pulled away, pressing his hands to Nick's shoulders. 
"| can look after myself. | managed to live half of my life without you, didn't I?" 

Nick laughed again, arching an eyebrow and staring down at Mark's sunken, dark-lined face. 

"If you're so fucking tough, how come you never fought me off, huh?" 


Mark reaches up, grabbing Nick by the back of the head and pulling him close, growling softly against his 


mouth. 
"You know that | never fucking wanted to." 


The words faded between them as Nick once again lifted his hand, bringing it down hard against the side of 
Mark's face. His head snapped to the side and his hips slammed up, grinding close and desperate against Nick's. 


Within moments, Mark found himself face down on the bed, Nick's hand on the back of his head pressing him 
into the thin, lumpy pillow. He gasped for air, hissing and groaning as his hips slammed back again, making 


contact with Nick's thigh. 


Nick answered with a short, hard slap, open palm on Mark's now exposed thigh. He shivered in the cold cell air, 
knees pushing apart on the rough blanket, hips cocked up and eager. 


Never before had Nick taken his time, and Mark was glad for the same treatment. He'd had his concerns that 
Nick might have changed over a year in solitary, but the hand on the back of his neck and the fingers pushing 


roughly at his ass gave him no reason to worry. 


Use to years of dry, rough fucking with no room for his opinion, Mark barely felt the burn and discomfort of 
Nick's saliva-slick fingers. He was thankful for the bare acknowledgment of his own comfort, and pushed back 
with a soft, keening whine. He felt Nick smile against the small of his back, as thin and tattooed as the rest of 
his body, but still just as sensitive. 


By the time Nick pushed him flat to the mattress, one hand on his hips and the other on the back of his neck, 
Mark was already well past bliss. Stars circled beneath his eyelids as he was shoved roughly forward, fingers 
scraping for purchase on the sheets, the pillow, the wall.anything he could reach. Nick was using him, fucking 
him, reducing him down to less than a worm, and Mark would have given anything for it never to end. 


"Fuck." He hissed, his prick caught between the pants of his jumpsuit and the folds of the sheets, slim and 
hard, aching for friction. Nick pushed harder against the back of his neck, forcing his jaw to open over the 
pillows. No talking. 


Mark rolled his hips again, shifting on his knees and arching his back to give Nick the perfect angle, the 


tightest sensations. He knew his wasn't for him. If he were to look over his shoulder, he knew Nick's eyes would 


be closed, not out of disassociation, or anything of the like. No, Nick knew who he was fucking, and why he 
never touched anyone else, but the fact remained that he didn't do it to make Mark happy. 


Sex wasn't pretty. Neither man had ever thought to the contrary. It was ugly and rough, awkward and messy, 
and the best way in prison to guarantee the safety of your property. If Mark left the room smelling like Nick, 


and wearing the bruises of obvious ownership, it would ensure he'd be there the next time Nick wanted him. 


Mark grunted, shifting again and pushing his hips back, moving in response to Nick's change in pace. He moved 
faster, frantic and lacking rhythm until finally he pulled away completely, nails digging into the curve of Mark's 
ass. Mark whimpered with the sudden loss and shoved his hips back hard. He was rewarded with the sensation 
of something warm and slick across his ass and the back of his thighs, paired with Nick's low, barking laugh. 


Collapsing forward, Mark finally let the tears come to his eyes. Relief, pain and fear mingled for a brief second, 
before his hips rolled down against the rough mattress. He was still hard, aching and pathetically needy. Nick 


knew. Nick always knew. 


He hauled Mark into his lap, chest to back, and started to touch him, long rough-palmed strokes that had 
Mark's hips arching from Nick's lap. 


"You did all of this for me, Marky." he whispered, biting down on a pierced, earring-less earlobe. Mark nodded, 


knowing it was still too soon to speak. 


"All of this. You followed me to jail. You stuck by me. And now you've brought the entire system down around 


your knees, just to have me back.." 


Again he nodded, desperate jerks of his head as his hips bucked and squirmed back He wouldn't, wouldn't come 
without Nick's word. It came low and growled, hissed against his ear just as Mark was sure he couldn't hold on 


any longer. 

"Come for me. Good dog." 

Mark threw his head back against Nick's shoulder, arching his hollow chest forward and grinding his prick into 
Nick's hand He came without a word, silenced by the black fade that edged around his eyes, focusing without 
distraction on Nick's hands, Nick's words, Nick's breath. 


At some point he collapsed forward, held tightly in Nick's arms as he was lowered to the bed. Cold, but 
satisfied, Mark nodded and pulled close a pillow dampened by his own spit and tears. 


"Love you, Mark," Nick leaned close, whispering against a sharp, scarred cheekbone. He stood and pulled his 
sweatpants up over his hips, removing the blanket from the door and throwing it over Mark's thin, shaking 
body. 


He left to rejoin the crow of Josh's followers, raising his arms in triumph at the congratulatory cheers. Mark 


didn't care for it. He lay on the cot, his skin cooling without the contact of another to keep it warm. His eyes 


were closed, but a smile twitched at the corner of his lips. 


It had all been worth it. 
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Joey hadn't stayed for the listening party that had gathered outside of Mark's cell. He had a fairly good idea 
of what would commence, and had assured himself that he wasn't missing out on anything. Spend long enough 


in one prison, he'd told Billy, and you see, hear, or feel it all. 


Instead, he'd slipped down one of the many hallways leading out of the circular, cell-lined recreation room, his 
hands in his pockets and his mind on one thing. 


Billy. He'd seen no sight of the tall Irishman since the start of the riot, and had been hoping he was still in the 
chapel. He was a smart kid that knew when to stay put, but curiosity had done greater things to stronger 


men. 


Taking each corner slowly, Joey walked like he had the devil on his shoulder. Quiet, calm and nonchalant, his 
attempts to go unnoticed were in vain. The hallways were deserted. Not even a stray prisoner walked alone, 


although every other door Joey passed could have contained a number of different celebrations. 


He rounded the bend towards the chapel, and a weight was lifted from his back as he found the door still in 

one piece. It was closed, no doubt locked, but it certainly looked as though no one had tried to enter from the 
outside. With his breath caught tight in his throat, Joey walked up and struck the door several times with a 

closed fist. 


The sound echoed through the hallway and faded slowly, leaving Joey once again in silence. He frowned and hit 
the door again, leaning in close to listen for signs of life. No response. Folding his arms over his chest, Joey 


tried another method. 


"Billy?" he whispered, leaning as close to the door as possible and waiting a heartbeat before asking again, a 


little louder. "Billy? You in there?" 
"Joey?" 


The reply was faint and muffled, but it was definitely there, and it was definitely Billy. Joey grinned, immensely 


relieved. 


"Billy! Open the fucking door man, and let me in" 


Another moment's hesitation. Joey frowned, leaning in closer and waiting for Billy to speak up. 
"Are you alone?" Joey rolled his eyes, raising his voice enough to convey his irritation 
"No, Billy. I've got the whole prison out here, and they're all desperate for communion. Open the door..please’ 


The reply this time came in the form of clicking locks and squealing hinges. Slowly the door swung open, and 
Joey was met with a huge hug and a rough, enthusiastic pat on the back. 


"Thank fuck it's you, man! | was starting to wonder just what in the hell was going on out there..” 


Pulling away from the hug, Joey frowned at Billy's language and glanced around the tiny chapel. His friend was 


apparently alone. 


"Couple of stupid kids started a riot. They've messed up one guard pretty bad, and they've got White in a cell. 
Its probably not going to end very pretty." 


‘Oh, man." Billy shook his head, pressing the heel of his hand to his temple. Joey nodded, 


"There's more. They've let everyone out of Solitary. Your friend's there, he's in pretty bad shape, but that's 
not the problem. The fucking psychos that started the last riot are out.and they've taken control of things." 


Billy's eyes were wide as he sunk down onto the nearest wooden bench, still shaking his head in disbelief. 
"This is bad, Joey. This is really fucking bad. What are they doing with Brent.| mean, is he okay? Can he walk?" 


"Yeah," Joey nodded, sitting beside him and pushing the door shut with his foot. The chapel was one of the only 


rooms in the prison not controlled by the automatic locking. Something, at least, to be thankful for. 


"He's in one piece, so there's that. his face is messed up pretty bad, and his arm's broken.might have a 


concussion." 


Billy wrung his hands together, clearly upset over the news of his friend. He glanced to the side, catching 
Joey's eye and shrugging. 


| gotta get back out there. | can't hide out here..what if someone fucks with him?" 
"He has other friends, Bill." 


"Who, Sanders and Brann?" Billy snorted, hefting his shoulders in a humorless shrug. "If | know those two, 
they're at the front of the mob." 


Joey sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose and nodding. The kid had a point, and he knew he'd so the same 


thing in Billy's place. 
"Okay. Fine. I'll come back with you.just keep your mouth shut, and don't look at anyone, okay?" 
Billy shook his head, already standing and fighting with the zipper of his jumpsuit jacket. 


"Nah, Joey..you got to stay here. This new guy's completely out of his element - he needs someone to stay 


with him. Keep him safe." 

"The..new guy?" Joey frowned, standing and turning to look around the small chapel, a room which he had 
assumed to be empty. Tucked in the corner of a front pew, head bowed low, was a man dressed in the black 
clothes and white collar of a catholic priest. 


Joey shook his head sharply, folding his arms once more over his broad chest and scowling at Billy. 


"No. You know how | feel about this, man. I'd rather be out there, in the thick of a fucking riot, then in here 
letting God see me like this..." 


The man from the front row cleared his throat, catching the attention of the other two. 
"God sees you wherever you are. And he doesn't judge you for the roof over your head." 


He turned to face Joey and Billy, shrugging delicately. He was small and pale, with dark, shaggy hair and a 


European face. 

"But you'd know that. Billy tells me you're a good Catholic boy." 

Joey turned to his friend, an eyebrow arched above a darkening scowl. Billy grinned, clapping a hand down on his 
friend's shoulder and winking as he ducked out of the chapel, closing the door on his way back to general 


population. 


"Did he, just," Joey sighed, rubbing the heel of his palm against his eyes. The chapel was definitely the safest 


place to be given the current situation, but Joey would have given anything to be elsewhere. 


"Yes. That is, if you're Joey," The priest continued, gently sweeping black hair from his own eyes. Hair, Joey 
noticed, that was too long for any Father he ever knew. "He thinks very highly of you." 


Joey snorted, resuming his seat on the bench closest to the door. 
"Well, no offense, buddy, but Billy's not exactly the smartest kid out there." 


To his surprise, the slender priest laughed, tilting his head to the side and taking a close seat. Joey glanced 
down, and for a moment he found unexpected relief in the sight of Billy's rosary in the pale hands of the man 


beside him. 
"Its Father van Leeuwen, to you, Mr Castillo. Or, if you wish, you could call me Troy.” 


"Great," Joey replied, propping his hands behind his head and leaning against the back of the pew. "lm a bad 
catholic, stuck in a chapel in the middle of a riot, with a dutch priest on his first day. And | forgot my shirt." 


"Mmm," Troy laughed, tilting his head again and glancing at Joey's very bare, very tattooed chest. 


"Perhaps we should consider praying for a jacket.” 


eR 


lsolation Desolation 


Author's Notes: 
Aaron and Chris get what\'s been coming to them.. 


Josh watched his domain from the back of the largest cell in the block. Usually, the tiny stone and steel room 
would house two people, one bed stacked on top of the other with meager bathroom commodities tucked in a 
corner. Now, however, the bunks had been pulled out into the main rec room and a single cot stood on their 


place. This was Josh's throne, the seat from which he watched all. 


He watched his friends. Jesse, tiny and wire-sharp, was like a babe in a toy store. He had his pick of every 
pretty, lithe tattooed boy that crossed his sight, and pick them he certainly did. At almost regular intervals 
he'd reappear, exchanging an exhausted boy for one or two newer, fresher models, and all after only two 
months in the lock up. Josh laughed as he watched, noting that his friend never once relied on his close 
relationship with the new authority to get his way. The whip-thin southerner had his own charisma, and he 
bent the will of every slim twink as though he were snapping matchsticks. 


Jesse had been his shrink on the outside, Josh mused. An interesting relationship, growing from strained and 
tumultuous to mutually beneficial. Jesse, then suit-wearing and short haired, had been a good man A family 
man, clean cut and god-fearing, awkwardly balancing his religion and his conflicting career. Naturally, he'd 


become so much happier once he started to see the world through Josh's eyes. 


Josh had testified at his trial, painted a picture of a man turning into a monster. He sat in the witness box, his 
borrowed suit too tight and his red hair plastered flat, whimpering his fears over his psychiatrist's crimes 
impacting on his parole. Jesse was terrifying, he'd said, a veritable Jekyll and Hyde. Below the wire-framed 


glasses and neatly combed hair lay a rapist, a psychopath, a control-freak and a megalomaniac. 
And all, Josh had silently congratulated himself, of my own making. 


At the tail end of his damning testimony, Josh had whispered to the jury that he was afraid of the diminutive 
man. Not for his safety, no for his health, but for a world still exposed to Jesse Hughes. From the defense 
table, resplendent in an orange jumpsuit and leg irons, Jesse smiled at his former patient. Josh certainly was a 
magnificent actor. Just weeks before, as Jesse had zipped his jeans and surveyed the scene of his first crime 
laid out before him, Josh had whispered to him that it was better to hold power together in prison, than to 


run paranoid on the outside. 


Josh smiled, tilting his head back against the cool wall of the cell. Barely a week later he'd joined Jesse in jail, as 


well as several other old friends. 


And one new. 


He scanned the room outside his cell, ice blue eyes making quick work of the search for his newest cohort, 
locating the man exactly where he'd guessed. To the side of the main group, quiet and introspective, alone in 


the world despite the boy sitting beside him. Josh rolled his eyes. Michael Shuman, ever theatrical. 


Mikey had come into Josh's life just over a year ago. Tall and shaggy-haired, pretty if the night was cold 
enough, Mikey had the world against him in the new integration wing. To make matters worse, if such a 


scenario was even imaginable, his previous job would have secured his death sentence. 
Mikey had been a cop. 


Of course, no one in the block knew. Mikey had been transferred from another county, another state, shifted 
from one side of the country to the other in an attempt to preserve his life. There was no room in protective 
incarceration, the judge has told him. Mikey knew the truth. There were very few people out there who could 
be bothered to protect the life of a child-murdering cop. 


He'd just had a bad day. His lawyer had turned a violent shade of red when Mikey had offered this as his 
defense. Unfortunately for him and his freedom, it had been the truth. A bad day that had started with the 
sudden and unexpected departure of his girlfriend has ended with a small boy running out in front of his squad 
car. Slamming on the brakes, Mikey's forehead had made just enough contact with the hard steering wheel to 
break the skin. The sight of his own blood had pushed him completely over the edge. 


In front of his stunned partner, frozen onlookers and even god, Mikey's sidearm had made short work of the 
helpless, unharmed child. In that one moment, sanity and freedom had forever slipped from Officer Michael 
Shumar's grip. 


Of course, this didn't ensure him a soft bed in an institution for the rest of his life. Nor did it send him 
straight to death row. He was bounced from prison to prison, staying long enough only for the beatings to 
quell, before he eventually found himself in the experimental integration wing. It didn't take a genius to work 
out the reasoning behind this new move. The wing was a melting pot of cultures and criminals from across the 
country, and at least one would know the past of the quiet new inmate. A corrupt judicial system would much 
rather let the dregs of society deal with him, then face choosing a punishment suitable for a crime so 


heinously committed by one of their own. 


It had been Jesse who had first noticed Mikey's odd behavior. His speech and his words, his attitude and his 
mannerisms..they were no match for the ticking mind of an unhinged psychiatrist. Jesse quickly deduced 


Mikey's former career and whispered this information to Josh. 

While any other prison would have made a blood example of the dirty cop, Josh was delighted by the new 
revelation. He'd always liked the police. Passionate in their job and able to exert themselves physically, Josh had 
often considered joining the force before discovering the delight in bending bone and will. 


So he had taken the new, young inmate under his wing, offering protection and friendship. Mikey had accepted 


with the same detached look in his eye that accompanied every other aspect of his new life, and rather than 
being insulted, Josh was intrigued. He worked at Mikey, offering him standing and power, contraband items and 
drugs, always receiving the same blank expression and muttered appreciation The only change in Mikey had 


come when a new inmate arrived, a slim, dark-haired Italian boy named Dean Fertita 


Josh had instantly caught the glint in Mikey's eye, the desire To own something, someone, to have a possession 
to parade as his own. He knew it well, and with a quick passing of words and thinly veiled threats, Dean soon 


found himself belonging, physically and mentally, to a man he'd never even seen before. 


The arrangement, as it turned out, became more than mutually beneficial and after almost a year apart Dean 
had returned to Mikey's side within minutes of catching his blank line of sight. Beside him he remained, sitting 
quiet and calm on the floor at Mikey's feet. 


Josh clicked his fingernails together as he watched the two, sitting silently in the back of his cell. Despite the 
fact that such relationships were more common than not, and the amount of time he'd spent behind bars, 
Josh himself had never found such a willing, submissive toy. No Dean, no Mark. No downcast eyes and gently 
pouting lip. Of course, by the time he'd gathered the motivation to find himself what was so commonly 
referred to as a ‘prag', his parole usually loomed. This time, however, he knew he was in for the long haul. He 


was getting lonely, bored, and something had to be done about it. 


Standing, he leaned against the open door frame of the cell, glancing lazily around the circular room before him. 
Several conversations dulled to a quiet hush, and activity as a whole slowed to a stop. Josh's blue eyes ran 


over every likely candidate before settling on the boy he'd singled out earlier. 


Chris swallowed. He'd been sitting in the middle of the biggest group, boasting of his role well played. His 
confidence had grown after Josh had seemingly forgotten about him, but now those penetrating eyes were 


boring a deep hole between his own 


"You," Josh drawled, straightening a finger in Chris's direction With a comforting hand on the shoulder and few 
murmured words of support, Chris's friends parted from his side. He'd played his part, and now came his 


reward. 


* 


Trent prowled the corridors, alone and silent. Around his shoulders he wore Nick's prison issue jacket, having 
swapped his own as a clear sign to all inmates of just where the guard's allegiances were to be found. It was a 


snug fit, tight around his forearms, but the message was obvious enough. Trent was Josh's man. 


His baton swung by his side, hooked to his belt by a thin loop of metal, tapping a short, sharp rhythm against 
the dormant taser. His goal was in sight. A desire that had sparked on the outside, fueled by his life as a 


bored court officer, was about to come full circle. He wasn't the first probation worker to become fascinated 


by a parolee, nor would he be the last 


Of course, he and so many others had mentioned over the years, becoming obsessed with a criminal had at 
least one rather large downside. Sooner or later, they would end up back in jail, and that was generally the point 


at which all obsession came to a grinding halt. 


Not for Trent. Not with the friends he had made on the outside, and the inside. The jump from probation to 
correctional officer had been almost too easy, and from then it was simply a matter of tracking down the 


incarcerated object of his dubious affection. 


As luck would have it, Trent had found himself transferred to the same prison that housed so many of his old 
friends, albeit with most of them in solitary confinement. This hurdle proved to be no problem, and through 


several moments alone with Mark, the plan for the riot had been hatched. Mark had wanted to free Nick, and 


Trent.well, Trent had just wanted his boy back. The lived of others caught in the riot were of no consequence. 


He started to whistle as he stalked the corridors. He knew exactly where his boy would be. If there was one 
thing in the prison that remained the same, with the notable exception of the current crisis, it was routine. It 
was basic riot precautions. Any guard escorting a prisoner in the hallways would secure the inmate to one of 
many wall-mounted 0 rings and immediately leave, only coming back to resume his duties after all threats had 
been dealt with. The lives of the guards came first, and a prisoner could sometimes be chained to a wall for 


days. 


It just so happened that, to Trent's most valuable knowledge, his target had been on his way to a drug 


counseling session when security had been breached. 


He was close. Close enough to hear the breathing of another man just past the next corner. The gasping, 


hitching breaths quickened as Trent's footsteps echoed, his whistling ringing through the corridors. 


Finally, Trent though to himself, grinning like a shark. He wouldn't be alone, now. Months of planning had come 
down to this moment. He could smell the boy, hear him, and as the hall straightened out, he could see him. 


"Aaron." Trent smiled, standing just feet away. The shaking, panicky boy chained to the wall paled, as though he 
had seen a ghost. Indeed, he'd never thought he'd see Trent's face again. 


"Thank god I've found you.." Trent continued, loosing the baton from his belt and walking forward. "You'll never 


slip away from me again" 


The finality of his words shook Aaron to the core and he screamed, his terrified cry echoing back to even the 


recreation room. 
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Chris felt the cold plastic of the table hit his face before he had a chance to see it coming. It was hard and 
flimsy, the textured surface scratching against his face like so many unshaven cheeks before. He'd hit it 
sharply, his legs kicked out from under him and his arms twisted back, wrists held together in one huge hand. 


Josh laughed, and was immediately echoed by every watching inmate. Their eyes ripped the blue polyester 


jumpsuit from Chris's hips as surely as Josh's fingers, each touch mocking and unforgiving. 


Whimpering against the plastic, Chris caught flashes of color amongst the white. As the waxy red substance 
rubbed off on his lips and the bridge if his nose, he realized with jarring clarity that he was about to be 
fucked on the same table that he and his three friends had made their own, the same table that Long had 


dragged a red crayon over earlier that same day. 
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Its been a long time, baby." Trent purred, his hand twisting around Aaron's hair. The baton came up, pressing 
hard into his throat and Trent held it steady, a hand on either end. "I know you didn't mean to leave me. | know 
you didn't mean to slip away." 


Aaron gagged, choking an unable to reply. His hands tugged at the cuffs biting into his wrists, pulling on the 
ring embedded in the wall as if there were a slim chance it might give. He'd thought he could hide from Trent 
in here, that prison would provide him with protection from the man so obsessed with him. He jerked back 


twisting and trying to knock Trent from his feet. 


"Eager!" Trent laughed, dropping one hand and unbuckling the belt from around his waist. The taser sparked as 
it clattered to the ground. "If I'd have known you were this desperate to see me, | would have had this riot 


start sooner." 
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The thick, tattooed finger that slid surely inside of him came as a shock. Chris stilled for a moment, crewing 
his eyes shut and searching for the clarity to understand why Josh was being so kind as to, apparently, 
stretch him. Shouldn't this be about pain, about humiliation and control? 


That was when he heard his answer, coming to him in raucous waves of mocking laughter. Josh was making 
fun of him, making him less, making him small. He was bent over a table in front of at least a hundred men, 
most of them strangers, being gently stretched and probed as if he were a woman. Understanding hit Chris 
like a slap to the face, and he suddenly knew what he had become. He was a woman, a girl, laid out with his 


legs spread and a finger in his pussy. 


The tears that accompanied the sudden revelation only served to draw more laughter from the circling mob. 
Familiar voices cried above the others, and each plea of mercy hit Cris harder than any physical blow. He 
recognized the voices of Oli and Long, calling above the rest, begging for mercy only to be silenced with 
threats of similar treatment. Chris screwed his eyes as tightly shut as he could. He wasn't about to look at 
his friends. 
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"Don't-" Aaron gasped, finally managing to choke out a half-word. He whimpered, twisting and screwing his eyes 
shut. How could Trent have found him? Surely, only contacts on the inside would have had the information, and 
Aaron wouldn't have been surprised if Trent knew half of the men in the cell block 


"Don't what?" Trent paused, one hand pushing Aaron's sweat pants down around his knees. He kicked his legs 
apart, leaning close and pressing him to the wall, hot breath tickling the back of Aaron's ear. "Don't stop? Don't 
leave you? You know | won't." 


Aaron sobbed, weakly jerking his head from side to side. He knew there was no use in arguing. It was the same 
as it had been on the outside. No matter what he said, no matter how hard he pushed him away, Trent only 
heard what he wanted to. His twisted mind had warped fear an hatred into what he saw only as desperate love 
and attraction. 


He made no sound as Trent spat on his hand, merely flinching at the cold, wet drops of saliva that missed and 
hit the back of his neck. Movement behind him, familiar and foreboding, and Aaron gritted his teeth. Even 


prison couldn't keep him safe. 
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One finger slowly became two, and Chris's stomach twisted as the addition was greeted with another cheer. He 
was being made sport of, entertainment for hungry patrons and enthusiasts of smut. Josh's hand came down 
across the curve of his ass and he lurched forward, sick to his stomach. It was starting to take concentration 


to keep his eyes shut. 


To Josh's credit, Chris thought silently, he wasn't forcing him to enjoy it. There were no tender caresses, no 
gentle downward flicking of fingers that might happen to nudge across a bundle of nerves. This was still about 


humiliation only, and Chris's discomfort only added to that. 


Two fingers seemed to be the extent of Josh's charity. Chris whimpered and hid his red cheeks in the crook of 
his elbow as he was thoroughly stretched, biting down on his arm so as not to whimper. His thighs twitched 
and shook against the edge of the table, and as the familiar rustle of polyester pants being dropped came from 


somewhere behind, Chris could have sworn he felt the hair on the back of his neck stand on end. 
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Aaron felt himself slam face-first into the wall as Trent pushed in, gasping before a hand on either hip pulled 
him back against a solid, clothed chest. The O ring had dug into his chest and would no doubt leave a nasty 
bruise. Another testament of his inability to escape Trent. 


"God.] a-almost forgot how good you feel." Trent whispered, the words coming hot and rough against Aaron's 
shoulder. He simply nodded, tears stinging the corners of his eyes as he started to push back. Aaron had 
learned from experience that it was better to endure the pain and feign pleasure than to cry theough the 


whole ordeal. If Trent were to become concerned that Aaron no longer wanted him, the resulting breakdown 


and backlash would probably result in the death of both of them. 


"Harder," he gasped, screwing his eyes shut and swallowing against the lump in his throat. He wanted to be 
somewhere else, with someone new, anything was preferable than a dirty fuck in an abandoned hallway, lying to 
save his own skin. Trent moaned softly against the side of his neck, delighted by Aaron's whispers, complying 
with a sharp swing of his hips. 
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Chris was no stranger to pain. He knew it like a sister, like a lover, like a fitted glove with the fingertips worn 
through. It had followed him his entire life, from childhood to prison. He'd endured the pain and humiliation of 
being used many times before, but nothing quite prepared him for this. 


When Josh swung his hips forward, when he pushed in, Chris's teeth broke through the skin on his forearm. 
He screamed against the wet flesh, whining and pushing back in a vain attempt to shove him away. Of course, 
it had the adverse affect as the laughter in the room became deafening. He shook his head and screamed 
again, trying to drown it out. 


He realized now that the stretching had been a show. Once Josh was inside of him he began to tear, adding the 
only sticky, meager lubricant available. It only served to make the entire ordeal more painful, and the tears 
that slid from Chris's eyes diluted the red wax on the table before him. His cheeks were crimson, his throat 
hurt from screaming, and the nails on his hips tore through the skin. 
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"Fuck me, Trent." Aaron gagged on the words, tpping his head back and leaning it against Trent's shoulder. He 
tried to go as limp as possible, held up by the cuffs on his wrists and the man behind him, fucking him ever 
so lovingly against the cold wall. Trent obliged, one arm bracing Aaron around his chest, leaning forward and 


slamming his hips up harder, faster. 


By the time Aaron started to shake, Trent had reached the limits of his self control. He bit down, muffling his 
desperate yell against the soft skin that curved over Aaron's shoulder, coming hard enough for stars to erupt 


before his eyes. He groaned and slumped forward, breathing heavy an damp with sweat. 


Aaron stared at the wall as Trent pulled away, feeling simultaneously empty and filthy. The cuffs were 
loosened with a quick jangle of keys and he allowed himself to be tugged down into Trent's arms, cradled in his 
lap like an infant. 


"| missed you so much." Trent whispered, stroking sweat-dampened hair back from Aaron's face. He simply 
nodded, curling against his chest and holding tightly to Trent's arm, attempting to hide against the one thing he 


should have been running from. 


"| love you, Aaron" 
M 
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Rape. Abuse. Torture. Every word flicked through Chris's mind as he attempted to find the best way to 
describe what he was being forced through. His inner monologue was the only thing keeping him from 
surrendering to unconsciousness, and he grasped at the words as if they were life lines. So tightly he held on, 


so detached he had become, that he barely noticed when it was over. 


Josh was still inside him,his prick wet and slowly softening. Chris made a hesitant movement forward, hissing 
as tight muscles threatened to snap. Josh didn't react, and no mocking remarks were hurled from the 


surrounding crowd. He frowned, finally opening his eyes and looking up, catching the eyes of his friends. 


Ollie wouldn't meet his gaze. His hair was over his eyes and his face was pointed at the floor, fingers dug deep 
inside the pockets of his jumpsuit. He shook quietly, shivering with disgust and horror. Long, on the other hand, 
was staring Chris dead in the eyes. 


There was a look on his face that no man could describe. A torturous pain that echoed Chris's own, but it 
seemed to be directed at something else entirely. Long's chin tilted up a fraction, and he seemed to be focused 


on whatever Josh was doing. Chris frowned, twisting a little, attempting to move before he felt it. 


The barrel of a gun was digging into the back of his head. The gun that had been in the desk of the Solitary 
wing. It was cold, nestled against his hair and grinding into his skin. Josh held it firmly, his other hand pressing 
into the small of Chris's back. 


In the silence of the room, he drew back the hammer. To Chris, the grind of metal sounded like a death march. 
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Window of Souls 


Chris felt the bile rise in his throat, not daring to swallow even as it threatened to choke him. He stared at 
the helpless faces of his friends, willing them to help him, daring them with his wide, frightened eyes to knock 
the gun from Josh's hand. They stood, motionless, Long watching the gun and Ollie watching the floor. 


Silence rang through the rec room, every breath of every man like thunder. Chris felt the motion of Josh's 
finger squeezing the trigger and he closed his eyes, bit into his lower lip and caught his breath. 


He'd never wanted to die in prison. 


The gun clicked. And clicked again. Once more, for good measure, Josh pulled the trigger to no effect. The gun 
was empty. 


"If you think," Josh laughed, pulling away and wiping his dick on the side of Chris's bare thigh, "that | trust 


anyone in here enough to have a loaded gun readily available, you're a fucking idiot” 


A motion to Chris's left caught his attention and he turned to see Nick holding up a handful of bullets. Beside 
him, Jesse held the empty clip. The gun had been broken into three parts, only to be assembled and used when 
Josh and his two lieutenants decided it was needed. As big as Josh was, having the only complete weapon would 


make him a target as opposed to a leader. 


"Stupid kid," Josh pulled his jumpsuit pants up around his waist, tying the drawstring and slapping Chris open- 
palm on the ass. "Mark told me just how eager you were to join the big league. Now you see just how much 


your scrawny ass is worth to me." 


With one well aimed kick, he knocked Chris from the table and sent him sprawling to the floor, spitting on the 
boy as he twisted into a fetal ball. Josh turned to the watching crowd, throwing his arms up and inciting a 


roaring cheer. 


"Alright!" he grinned, his slick red hair disheveled and hanging in his eyes, giving him the look of a lion in grass. 
"You've all had your fucking fun! We've got two, three hours at the most before we lose electricity and water, 


so we need to get our shit in gear." 
He hushed the still-cheering inmates, looking each man in the eyes and smiling a wicked curve. 


"This is my prison. We have a hostage. We have the higher ground. If you follow me, and do as | say, you will 


all walk out of here behind me by tomorrow night. Now. Are you with me?" 


The roar rose once again, filling the round room and spilling into the hallways, echoing through every empty 


room in the prison wing. 
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Joey frowned, standing at the door and peering through a small crack into the hallway. An echoed yell had 
reached the chapel. The cheering had yet to subside. 


"What do you think's going on?" Troy asked from his side, hands folded in front of his neat, black shirt. Joey 
shrugged. 


“Sport. Entertainment. Who knows. Josh is probably mobilizing his army." 


Troy swallowed, taking a clear step back from the door and returning to his seat on the long wooden bench, 
watching Joey as he closed and locked the steel door. 


"Perhaps we should move some benches against it.construct a barrier?" Troy offered, quickly silenced by the 


look on Joey's face. 
It was just a suggestion Forgive me if I'm not up to speed on the inner workings of prison riots." 


Snorting, Joey rolled his eyes and walked down the aisle of the tiny chapel. He couldn't stand the room. It was 
small, cramped, a white-washed stone mockery of the cathedrals and churches he'd frequented as a child. 
There were no windows, paintings and painted tapestries hung from screws in the walls. The chapel doubled as 
a group therapy room, and the motivational posters that hung between each tapestry each boasted their own 


over-used message. One in particular caught Joey's eye. 
h Times OF Chaos, Find Peace h Yourself 


The urge to slam his forehead into the bricks beneath the poster threatened to become overwhelming, and 
Joey turned back to the priest. To his surprise, the man was on his knees with his elbows resting on the 


wooden pew, his eyes closed in prayer. 
Joey turned to the small altar, shaking his head and flicking through the bible that lay open before him. Relics 
of his childhood. Rosaries and bibles, vestments and basins. Those things didn't belong in a prison, no matter 


how they might be needed. 


"You seem very ill at ease in here, Joey. Can | ask why?" Troy spoke from behind him, apparently done with his 


prayer. Joey snorted again, shrugging and turning to the small, slim man. 


‘Is embarrassing," he started, sitting on the carpeted step before the altar, and studiously avoided Toy's face 


as he took a seat beside him. "For God to see me in here. Its not his place, you know? It's like. sinned, | was 


judged, I'm here being punished.| shouldn't be close to God. | don't deserve it." 
Troy remained silent for a moment, surprised to hear such thoughtful words coming from such a man 


"You carry a lot of guilt, and a lot of shame." he started, tilting his head to catch Joey's eye and smiling ever 
so slightly. "| have good news for you - you're definitely Catholic.” 


Joey laughed softly, nodding and rubbing the back of his neck with one huge hand. Troy continued, stretching 
his legs out on the floor before him. 


Earlier, you referred to yourself as a bad Catholic. If | may be so bold as to ask.what made you say that?" 
"Hn... Joey shrugged again, momentarily lost for words. In the three years since his incarceration, he'd hardly 
talked to anyone, keeping to himself and earning a reputation as a loner. Only Billy had managed to crack that 
facade. "Well.l'm in here, aren't |?" 

"True," Troy nodded, again folding his hands in his lap. "But your crime doesn't make you a bad Catholic. 
Just.lost. Unless, of course,you committed your crimes in the name of the Lord, which would make you 
severely misguided..." 

Joey laughed again, glanced down at Troy and tilted his head. 


"You don't believe in divine justice, Father?" Troy shook his head. 


"| believe that only you and the Lord have the right to judge you. The laws of men govern your actions, yes, 
but it's a team of two that weigh your soul.’ 


The two stayed silent for a moment, Troy watching his own hands and Joey watching the door. He found 
himself overcome by an odd sensation, a mixture of relief and strangely, an even deeper guilt. 
"You're very good at this," Joey eventually broke the calm, arching an eyebrow at Troy. He laughed. 


"Thank you. It was either this, or carpentry. It turns out | just didn't have the heart to fling bits of wood at 


each other. Besides, there's a nice link between the two professions." 


Joey glanced over his shoulder, catching sight of the crucifix hanging on the wall and shook his head, smirking 
just a little. 


"A priest with a sense of humor. Who knew." 


"Perhaps | should have tried comedy." Troy nudged him gently, mirrored his small grin. Another moment of 
silence passed over the two, but this time it was Troy who spoke first. 


"If you don't mind my asking...” 


Joey raised a hand, cutting him off with a short, sharp nod. He'd been practically counting down the minutes 


until the question came up. 


‘| killed a man," he replied, simple and effective, stunning Troy into another bout of silence. Although the priest 
had been expecting a violent crime, judging by the scars on Joey's knuckles, he hadn't thought the reply would 


come quite so quickly. 

"Oh," he whispered, unable to muster a more intelligent answer. Joey sighed softly, bowing his head and running 
his fingers through the thick black hair, preparing the same story he'd told the judge, told the jury, told his 
family and told God. 

"I have eight sisters. All older. | try and look after them as best | can, you know?" 

Troy nodded, soaking up each new piece of information as it was fed to him. He glanced at a tattoo on Joey's 
arm, a long scroll winding across his forearm with a list of names written on it. Female names, nine of them. 
He smiled, and Joey continued. 

"Anyway, the youngest. She's a wild thing, yeah? Always getting in trouble. She took up with this guy... never 
liked him. Didn't trust him. He was always getting fucked up on something and hitting her. She was changing, 
too..getting so withdrawn, flinching if | got too close. So one night..! followed them." 


Keeping his silence, Troy moved just inches closer, watching Joey's face as he told the disquieting story. 


| could hear him yelling at her. Calling her names..telling her she was a whore, a slut. A puta | heard him say 
that | couldn't protect her, that her faggot brother wasn't there to save her..she screamed, and | lost it." 


Troy hesitated for a moment, dropping his eyes and mustering the courage to ask the obvious question 
"Was it.| mean, did you hurt him, because of what he said? About you?" 
"Nah," Joey laughed, shaking his head and throwing Troy an easy smile, the first in years. "I'm used to that. 


Eight sisters..| didn't have much of a choice. Besides, once word gets around in a place like this, it can be a 


good thing. No one really wants to force you to do something you did on the outside anyway, right?" 


Troy laughed softly, shrugging in his surprise. Joey certainly had a point, and with a policy of love the sinner, 
hate the sin, Troy wasn't about to argue. 


"So anyway," Joey continued, rolling his huge shoulders and cracking his back with a heavy sigh. "I lost it on the 
guy. Broke the door. By the time | got in, he was on her, holding her down.ttrying to rape my baby sister. | 
couldn't just let that happen, so | hit him." 


Having stayed as quiet as possible, Troy couldn't help but interrupt. 

"Did he.l mean..you know. Or did you hit him again?" 

"He had a glass coffee table. You know. One of the ones guys do coke off" Joey shrugged again, his default 
gesture of explanation "The guy fell back, went through the glass, and l.l just stood there. My sister was 
screaming, and | just watched him bleed to death. A neighbor or someone must have called the cops and..well, 
here | am, talking to you. They convicted me on manslaughter but | have an appeal started. My lawyer thinks | 
have a chance." 

The silence once again stretched between them, Joey reflecting on his tale and Troy not speaking for fear of 
upsetting the other man When the need to speak was once again found, it was Joey who cleared his throat. 
"Alright. | get to ask you a question now." 

"0h?" Troy raised an eyebrow, smiling a little, relieved at the passing of the awkward lull. "Well. If thats how it 


works, ask away." 


"You know my little secret,” Joey began, waiting for Troy to catch on to just what he was talking about. "and 
you took it better than my own mother did. Why so calm, huh? Why didn't you bust out the holy water and 


start speaking in tongues? 


Laughing gently, a smile crossed over Troy's face that was unlike anything Joey had ever expected to see on a 
priest before. 


"Do you know anything about Catholicism in most European countries, Joey?" He waited for the expected shrug 


and head-shake, clearing his throat and continuing. 


"Well, a lot of families that move in the catholic circles..if they suspect a male child to be..not as interested in 


women as the others..they encourage them into the church. A sort of..safety in abstinence plan. 


It took Joey several moments to figure out exactly what the strange little priest was trying to say to him, 
but when realization dawned it did so like a ton of bricks. He laughed. 


"Gay priests?" 


Troy nodded, a twinge of color in his cheeks. 


"Gay priests. That's why | didn't start burning the incense and chilling the ritual wine, Joey. | may believe in a 
Catholic god, but that doesn't make me a hypocrite." 


Joey smiled, leaning back against the altar and nodding his understanding. For some reason, the weight that had 
rested on his shoulder for nearly four years was starting to lift, and he cast a sidelong, suspicious glance at 
the crucifix above his head. 


As far as riots went, this one was turning out to be surprisingly enlightening. 


eR 


Sitting on the thin, hard cot that lined one wall of the cell, Jeordie hung his head in his hands. He'd lost count 
of the hours he'd spent in the tiny concrete and plexiglass room, enduring the jeers and taunts of passing 
inmates. The door was barred, and no matter how he tried it wouldn't give, especially under constant guard. 


At least he wasn't alone. Of course, his cellmate wasn't doing much talking. He wasn't doing much of anything, 


anymore. 


He hadn't really known the guard that had been so viciously attacked by Chris, and hadn't offered any help 
when he'd been tossed to the floor of the cell. He was already unconscious and still bleeding.any man could see 
there was nothing to be done. He'd died, gone limp, and stiffened before Jeordie's very eyes, taking up most of 
the floorspace in the tiny cell. Now, not only was Jeordie trapped in the stark, white room, he was also 


confined to the bed. 


Glancing up, he met the eyes of a prisoner taking great interest in watching him. The man was holding Jeordie's 
baton and wearing his jacket, his lank, greasy hair hanging down to the collar. The end of the steel and plastic 
baton tapped rhythmically against the clear, thick door. 


"If you're going to beat me, or rape me, just hurry up and fucking do it!" Jeordie snapped, jerking his head at 
the door. His patience had worn thin long ago, and he'd barked the same thing at the prisoners who had 
uncuffed him from the basin earlier. They'd given him a black eye for the trouble. 


"My name's Mikey," the prisoner whispered, his hot, wet breath misting against the plexiglass. "Do you have a 
first name, Officer White?" 


Jeordie frowned. With a name to put to the face, he certainly knew the man before him. Michael Shuman was 
a nut-job, in the purest scientific term. Completely unhinged. Why he wasn't rotting in a psych ward 


somewhere was anyone's guess. 


"Jeordie," he replied after a few minutes consideration, leaning back against the wall. "You were a cop, weren't 


you?" 


Mikey nodded easily, letting his head fall to the side, resting on his shoulder. He watched Jeordie quietly, hair 
hanging in his eyes, still tapping the baton on the door. 


"| was. It didn't work out for me." he shrugged, rolling his shoulders as if the weight of his crimes gave him at 
least some burden. "Now you tell me something...” 


"Me?" Jeordie raised an eyebrow, unwilling to become involved in a tug of war and wits with a clearly 


dangerous man. He shrugged, testing the waters. 
"| don't like being locked up." 


To his great surprise, Mikey threw his head back and laughed, grinning broadly. Jeordie couldn't help but notice 
that the smile made no effort to meet his eyes, and Mikey's fingers were still tense against the door. 


"None of us do, Jeordie." 


"| suppose not," Jeordie nodded, his eyes fixed on the slow swinging of the tap-tapping baton. "My turn. What's 
Josh going to do, now?" 


Again Mikey smiled, lifting a finger and drawing it across the plastic door in slow, sweeping circles. 


"| don't know. Josh is a great man. Don't you think he's a great man? He'll led us to freedom, perhaps, or watch 


as we all burn trying..are you afraid to die, Jeordie?" 


Snorting, Jeordie shrugged. The idea had crossed his mind. In fact, it had been at the forefront of his thoughts 


for several hours now. 


"No. I'm afraid of the pain, but not dying. | have no wife and two kids to leave behind.just an empty house and 
a cat. |f I'm supposed to die in here, then that's what I'll do." 


Mikey watched him, detached eyes softening just a fraction He tilted his head forward in a subtle nod, stilling 
the baton. 


"If it comes to it, I'll make sure it's quick. Suffering is a horrible thing to endure." 


For a split second, the curtain behind Mikey's eyes lifted and Jeordie was privy to a whirlpool of madness. 
There was no discerning what went on in Michael Shuman's head. Whether he was sociopathic, psychopathic, or 
the best actor in the block, no one could tell, but for just a moment Jeordie could understand the inner 
torment that would drive a man to murder a child. 


"Does Josh know you're a cop?" 


The question broke the silence with a shatter, and the mental curtain slammed shut once more. Mikey lifted 
his head, and sure enough, the tapping began anew. 


"Yes. He knows. His two friends do, too. No one else. Josh told me it would be, uh..dangerous information. You'll 


keep quiet, won't you, Officer?" 


Jeordie didn't answer, simply shrinking back on the bed and holding his head in his hands. Mikey shrugged, 


turning away for a moment. 


"| have to go. We're going to clear out the rest of the wing..take the kitchen, open up the workshop..l'm told 


there's even a chapel. | love churches, Jeordie. Maybe there'll even be a priest 


With that he let the door, walking back to the main group of inmates, his dark-haired Italian boy following him 
like a puppy. 
Jeordie shuddered, pulling his knees up to his chest and holding them tightly. There was no telling how this riot 


would end, but it certainly wouldn't be good in any way. He glanced down at his dead companion and, for the 


briefest moment, almost wished he was in the man's place. 


eR 


Writhe 


Joey rolled the cup between his hands, watching as the red liquid inside sloshed in a circular pattern. Despite 
the obvious factor of having gone without alcohol in any form for three years, he was still surprised at just 
how quickly the wine had gone to his head. Not thirty minutes ago, the diminutive priest had suggested that 
they make the best of their situation, and already Joey was more than a little light-headed. 


Troy, unfortunately, was no better off. Perhaps in an attempt to reconcile the fact that he was drinking 
communion wine with a convict, in the middle of a riot, he'd made his earnest way through a third of a bottle. 


With a healthy red tinge to his cheeks, he'd begun chatting amiably, much to Joey's amusement. 


"My mother," he started, gesturing with the cup and shaking his head, his crisp white collar a little askew. 
"Don't get me wrong. | love her. | honor her, and | would never say a bad word against her..but dutch women 


are terrifying No wonder l'm afraid of women, right?" 


Joey laughed, leaning back against the pew and stretching his legs out in front of him. They sat side by side at 
the front of the chapel, the bottle sitting on the floor between them. With the absurdity of the situation 
aside, Joey was really starting to enjoy himself. 


"You should meet Latina women." he snorted, shaking his head and turning to Troy. The wine-blush on the 
priest's cheeks held his eye for a moment's pause. "Every one of them is crazy. A force to be reckoned with. 


Insane, and beautiful, and strong, scary as fuck." 


"And worth killing for," Troy interrupted, his hand slapping over his mouth just moments after the words had 


been spoken. He looked up at Joey with wide eyes, scooting closer across the worn carpet. 
"I didn't mean.l'm sorry, | wasn't even thinking." 


Joey snorted, waving his hand in easy dismissal. He tilted his head back, draining the cup of the bitter, 


Vingerary wine. 


‘Its fine. And you're right - some of them are worth it. There are only so many people in the world that know 


how to make you smile - you gotta defend them to the death if you want to keep your sanity." 

After a few long seconds without a reply, Joey turned to Troy, a frown on his face. He was met with a wide- 
eyed, red-cheeked, lip-parted gaze that he hadn't seen since he was a teenager. Joey knew what was coming 
next, and he put a hand up against Troy's chest. 


"No, | =" 


The hand, meant to warn him gently away, was quite obviously taken in another direction and Troy leaned 
forward. He all but crawled into Joey's lap, twisting awkwardly against his side and kissing him directly on the 


lips. In all of Joey's life, he couldn't recall a kiss so hesitant, so sweet. The complete, open honestly of it almost 


made him sick, and he added a second hand to gently push Troy away. 


"That's a bad idea, man For so many reasons. Why don't you put down the wine, huh?" 


Troy frowned, pulling back and looking up at Joey, confusion mirroring disappointment across his own face. 
Sighing, Joey pressed his hand gently to the back of Troy's head and brought their foreheads together, looking 
him in the eyes. 


"You're a priest. And a nice priest. And a little drunk. | may be in here, at least for now, but even | have my 


boundaries. | got enough bad karma coming my way.! think this'd just be the final nail in my coffin 


"I'm more than just a priest. You're more than just a prisoner, aren't you?" Troy frowned, pulling away from 


Joey's pleasantly strong grip. "Besides, | don't think |..." 


Any further argument was quickly cut off as Joey slapped his hand over Troy's mouth, pulling him back 
against his chest and holding him still. Troy wriggled angrily, baring his teeth against Joey's fingers before he 
heard it. 


Heavy footsteps were echoing down the hallway. A lot of them. They were coming towards the chapel. 


eR 


Josh stood outside the door to the chapel, a frown on his face. For the first time in years, he was having 
what Jesse would no doubt refer to as a moral dilemma. The door before him was locked, obviously from the 
inside, which meant there could be either guards, inmates, or other prison staff inside, all likely to be planning 


against him. He needed to get into the chapel. But how? 


He was hardly a god-fearing man.if he'd had any notion of a higher being peering over his shoulder as he'd 
committed his crimes in anger and passion, there was a very good chance Josh would have never even 
considered such actions. What he'd done..the one woman the police had known about, the several others as well 
as the two men he'd kept just for himself..those nights had been ritualistic, private. Not for the eyes of any 


one god. 
But still, his hesitation stared him in the face, and the hypocrisy was rank. What it would come down to, Josh 
knew, was a matter of pride. Divine retribution be damned - he had an image to maintain. He'd lie, blackmail, 


and force his way into the chapel if need be. 


"We know you're in there, good catholic brothers.." he purred, resting one arm on the frame of the steel door, 


tapping the gun against the uppermost lock. On the theory that more stray guards may be lurking in the 
corridors, Nick and Jesse had surrendered their potions of the weapon. It now lay in Josh's hand, fully loaded 


and loosely held. 


"Would you be so kind as to open the door for us? There are an awful lot of people out here in search of 


absolution..." 


Nothing. Not even a hint of human existence behind the door. Josh sighed. Judging by the caged clock that had 
still been ticking away in the rec room, morning was quickly approaching, and with the dawn came any number 
of retaliations from the warden and his staff. Loss of power, of water, Swat teams, tear gas..even negotiations. 


Josh knew he was running out of time, and with that came frustration and impatience. 


"Open the fucking door, friends. I'm not a man who plays nice, vestments or not..." 


Silence, echoed in the breathing of every man behind him, filled Josh's ears. He slammed his closed fist against 
the door, wincing a little, before turning back to the mob. 


"The mick Catholic. The blond one. What's his fucking name. You - Billy..." 


He held his hand out, finger crooked, eyes on the face at the back of the crowd. Billy swallowed, walking 
forward slowly, weaving through shoulder after shoulder, until he stood before Josh. He'd had no contact with 
the red-haired ringleader since the riot began, tending instead to his beaten friend. Joey had always told him it 
was better to fly under the radar than to make a name for yourself. 


"Y-yeah?" he asked, clearing his throat and folding his arms over his chest. The tough gesture brought a smile 


to Josh's face and he raised an eyebrow. 

| want you to pass on a message for me, my fine upstanding friend. Do you think you can manage that?" 
Billy swallowed. He knew exactly who was in the chapel, and with that knowledge came an excruciating decision 
to be made. Sell out his friend, and a very nice priest, in order to probably save his own skin? Or leave an 


injured friend to the mercy of a mob, and probably have Josh break into the Chapel regardless? 


He nodded. Prisoner or not, Billy was still innocent, and he'd taken worse steps in the past to protect his life. He 
wasn't going to die in jail. 


"Joey," he began, leaning close against the door and knocking gently. No response. "Joey. It's Billy. | know you're in 
there, man..come on. It's cool out here. No tension or nothing. Just..come on out" 


Josh watched carefully, his blue eyes sparking beneath a fringe of red-orange hair. Beside him, Nick snorted. 
He knew what Josh was thinking. There were a select few catholics in the prison, and they tended to stick 


together. If the door was locked, whoever was inside would know the other god-fearing inmates, and would 


listen to them. 


‘Open the door, man," Billy continued, having waited with no effect. "Come on. There's a fucking gun out here, 


and | don't want anyone to start using it. |." 


He stopped, cut off by the cold metal suddenly pressed against his cheek. From behind, Josh had fastened his 
hand over the back of Billy's neck and shoved his face into the door, the gun at his temple. 


"Joey. | know who you are," he drawled, his purring desert accent vibrating against the door. "The mexican who 
killed a kid. You've been here longer than | have..this time. So why don't you open the door, and | won't be 
forced to send your friend to an impromptu first-person encounter with the all-mighty of his choice.” 


Billy felt the bolt scrape from its lock, the clicking and grinding vibrating against his face. He fell back to the 
laughs of the others, released by Josh in anticipation of the door opening. It squeaked on its hinges, slowly 
rasping open, and Joey stood in the doorway with his arms folded. 


"Is bad luck to manipulate your way into a church, man," he began, clearing his throat. Billy frowned and 


looked past Joey into the empty church. Where was..? 
"What can | do for you? Is there something in here you want?" 


Josh smiled. He recognized the man, alright. Joey Castillo. He kept so tightly to himself it was assumed he was 
crazy, a man too dangerous to be approached. Every inmate that came through the doors of the Integration 
wing at least attempted to make contact with others, to join groups and gangs, but not this man. Josh had 
always left him to his own devices - he had no use for a man that didn't want to play with others. 


"Not particularly," he smiled, motioning for Joey to step aside. He did no such thing, and Josh snorted. "Do you 
have something to hide?" 


"This is a holy place. A fucking church, man. A chapel. This is a place of god, and worship..you shouldn't be 


here." 


"And you should?" Josh laughed, raising an eyebrow and tapping the gun against the door. Joey's eyes flickered 
down for a moment before he nodded ever so slightly, standing aside. 


"Good man. Smart man," Josh smiled again, leading a few men into the chapel. The others waited outside, 
including Billy, who looked up apologetically from the floor. Making his way around the small room, Josh plucked 
and pews and bibles, stroking his finger along the edge of a tapestry, glancing down at the open bottle of wine. 


"Tsk tsk." he laughed, shaking his head and bending down to retrieve it. A plastic cup lay on its side. "And here 
| thought this was a place of worship...” 


Joey cleared his through and shrugged, deciding that a path of half-truth would be the safest. 


"lm looking at freedom within a month," he replied, walking forward and retrieving the cork from the floor, 
tapping it into the bottle in Josh's hands. "I got a mother, and sisters, that want to see me walk out of here 
alive and in one piece. | figured this would be the safest place for me, right? And while | was here..might as 


well make the best of it" 


Josh watched him carefully for a moment, turning back to arch an eyebrow at his friends. Nick shrugged, 
apparently happy with the story, and Jesse - the most likely to pick up on a lie - nodded his agreement. Josh 
smiled, clapping a hand on Joey's shoulder and handing him the wine. 


‘| like you. You're a smart one..only fucking idiots risk their lives for others, isn't that right, Billy?" 


He turned back to the doorway, where Billy was now standing, and laughed at the look of confusion on his face. 
Billy didn't even notice, he was far too involved in scanning the room. He..he had left a priest in there..hadn't 
he? 


Bending to take the cup from the floor, Josh shrugged and tucked the gun into the back of his pants. He had 


no other reason to stay in the chapel. 


"Come on, boys. Take whatever the fuck you want - find some food, more wine, whatever. This place doesn't 


have anything more that stale theories and hypocrisy." 


He walked to the door, crushing the cup in his hand, before stopping still. Joey swallowed against the hard lump 
in the middle of his throat, and Josh turned. He looked down at the cup, expressionless but for the slight scowl 
of confusion on his lips. As he'd crushed the small plastic cup, it had split into two. Not two pieces, but two 
cups, one stacked in the other. And both were wet. 


"Am | to believe." he began, taking the gun from his waistband and lifting it shoulder-height, "that you require 
two cups to drink half a bottle of wine, Joey? Or have you been lying to me?" 


Joey remained silent, not once taking his eyes from Josh's. He stared, daring him to press forward, to continue 


his questioning. The gaze was broken first by Josh, turning away to gesture to Nick 
"He's been lying to us. Search the room..we clearly have an eavesdropper." 


Nick smiled, broad and mad, before carrying out Josh's order. He kicked at the pews, watching them fall 
forward one by one, hitting the floor like a row of dominoes. Tapestries were torn down, rugs pulled at, until 
nothing but the altar remained. Joey watched as he pulled it forward, shaking the wooden pedestal and laughing 
as a figure fell forward, tumbling from the alcove inside of the wooden stand and onto the raised, carpeted 


floor. 


"Well well," he grinned, laughing harshly and grabbing Troy by the collar, hauling him to his feet. "Just who the 


fuck do we have here?" 


Troy whimpered for a moment, kicking his feet and trying to pull away, before meeting Joey's eyes. Not just a 
priest, he'd told him, just minutes before. Troy turned, spitting at Nick's face and jerking violently from his grip. 


"This is God's house, and he does not appreciate your language!" 


The mob erupted into laughter and Nick scowled, striking Troy hard across the face. Joey stilled his shaking 
hands by balling them into fists, setting his jaw and watching in silence. 


"What a spirited little preacher we've found ourselves.." Josh grinned, gesturing for Nick to bring him down to 
the door. He turned to Joey, the snide smirk twisting his lips. "No wonder you were keeping him for yourself. 
You should have known better than to lie, Castillo." 


Joey remained silent, turned away from Josh and focused completely on Troy. The small, dark-haired man was 


bleeding from the corner of his mouth, and his struggle seemed to be over. 


"Come on. I've fucking had enough of this. Now we have a bargaining chip." Josh tucked the gun away once 
more, the group of inmates parting as he left the chapel. They all followed, Troy in Nick's grip and Joey close 
behind, held tightly at the elbows by several larger prisoners. He watched the floor as they walked, cursing 


silently at himself, Josh's earlier words ringing in his ears. 


Only fucking idiots risk their lives for others. 


eR 


Chris had watched the procession leave the rec room, intent on clearing out the hallways, but had made no 
effort to join them. No one batted an eyelid After Josh's vulgar display of power, he'd walked as much as he 
was able to the nearest cell, slamming the clear door. 


He's washed himself as much as possible from the small corner sink, scrubbing away the crusted blood and 
come that remained as a testament to his own naivety. How could he have thought any of it would work? 
Mark Lanegan never said two words to anyone, let alone Chris and his friends, so why would he have come to 


him all of a sudden with such a risky request? Chris had done nothing to prior prove himself a worthy ally.. 


He'd shaken his head and dried himself with a blanket, curling under the damp, scratchy polyester and shutting 
out the cheers of the group outside. At least now, after having been so physically used, he knew where he 


stood. 


The room outside the cell was empty, eerily silent. A few inmates remained, quiet or asleep in open cells. Josh 


had left men assigned to guard the cell housing Officer White, but they too had become bored, wandering to 


shake at the steel bars of the small canteen. When Chris woke from a short, fitful nap, the cell was stil 
unguarded. 


The thoughts had instantly flooded his mind, bolstered by ideas and feelings of revenge, of satisfaction. He 
slipped into his only other clean pair of sweatpants, zipping the hooded jumpsuit jacket and quietly leaving his 
cell. He crossed the rec room unnoticed, tapping on the barred door before Jeordie White. 


"Hey." he whispered, hissing against the thick, clear plastic. "Wake up." 


A dark pair of eyes immediately flicked open, focusing on his face with little more than a flicker of mocking 


pity. 


"If you think I'm sleeping in here, you're just as stupid as everyone else thinks you are," he growled, slowly 
sitting upright and rubbing at the side of his head. Chris folded his arms over his chest, eyebrows raised. 


"Fine. Fuck you. I'll find someone else's help." 


He turned to leave, stopping as Jeordie stood from the bed and carefully made his way around the still body 
of the guard Chris had attacked, resting his arms on the bars beside the door. 


"You're looking for help? I'd say you're well past that point, my friend." 

Chris shrugged. Of course Jeordie had seen what had happened. Every cell on the bottom floor had a fish-eye 
view of the rec room. So degrading was his humiliation, that even the prisoners of prisoners had been privy to 
it. He stayed quiet, turning back to the the cell and folding his arms once more. Jeordie sighed. 

‘Im listening. What do you want?" 

"Help. Like | said," he whispered. Jeordie nodded. He knew the kid well enough, from files and personal encounters. 
Chris was a brawler, a punk, someone desperate to make a name for himself during his first long haul in 
prison. Like so many others before him, it hadn't worked out, but Jeordie knew from experience that these 
were usually the kids that walked away and never saw bars again. These were the kids with potential. 

"Okay. What do you need from me?" 


Pressing closer, Chris lowered his voice another octave and tilted his head, eyebrows knitting together. 


| know there are other guns in this place. Hidden around the corridors. | listen to people, to the older guys in 


here, and to the guards. | don't think Josh knows." 


Jeordie nodded again, staying quiet and weighing this information It was true, of course. There were a number 
of guns hidden across the prison, all easily accessible for guards and virtually invisible to prisoners. Just 


another safety precaution 


“Alright. And if | tell you where to find one of these, exactly what are you planning on doing with it?" 


‘Josh,"Chris replied easily, and Jeordie felt his shoulders tense somewhat. Of course. Fucking revenge, and he 


was having no part of it. 


"No," he shook his head, moving back from the bars. "I'm not letting you bring some fucking vendetta in here, 
and getting everyone killed. Some of them deserve it, yeah, but not all. Fuck that, Glitheroe, you come up with 


another plan..." 


"No, nol" Chris held up his hands, shaking his head and glancing over his shoulder. The room was still empty, 
but again he lowered his voice. "It's not that. It's not revenge. Listen, | was thinking.Josh is the one holding this 
together. After we opened the solitary cells, it could have gone to chaos...” 


He shook his head again, glancing up and looking Jeordie directly in the eyes, hands pressed to the door. 
"Nick doesn't care. He's here for Mark. That Mikey guy.! don't think he could tie his own shoelaces, the guy's 
unhinged. And | know, | know that if Josh falls, Jesse will too. He's not capable of leading people - he just 


watches them, judges them." 


"Let me guess," Jeordie cleared his throat, interrupting Chris's plan. "You think that by taking out Josh, the 
rest of them are just going to fall?" 


He snorted, shaking his head and pulling away again, but not before Chris's long fingers hooked through the 
bars and snagged his sleeve, pulling him back. 


"Long enough for a swat team to mobilize, without anyone noticing. If you tried it now, Josh'd have these guys 


in rank and file before you could blink. Without him, there's no order... 

Jeordie let the words sink in. The kid definitely had a plan, and a solid one to boot. Josh was the glue holding 
the riot together..anyone could see the way the others followed him like a shepherd. Take him away, and new 
possibilities definitely opened up. 


"You know the others will probably kill you," he replied, eyebrow arched. Chris shrugged. 


"Probably. If this riot keeps going, I'll be dead anyway. Or worse. l'm young, man I'd rather live a life in here, 
than no life at all" 


Jeordie scowled, twisting from Chris's grip and reaching through the bars, grabbing at his chest and pulling 
him close. He gestured to the dead guard on the ground beside the bed. 


"And what the fuck about him, huh? He's got no life left to live. And let me remind you, Glitheroe, that's your 
fault" 


| know," Chris nodded, hesitating for a moment. In all of the planning, he'd always assumed that the guard 
would be released out of the prison before he had a chance to die. "So give me the chance to pay for it. Like | 


said.l'd rather live a life in here." 


Again the silence settled over the two men, each considering the weight of their decisions. Eventually, Jeordie 


nodded, and tugged Chris close, whispering low. 


"In the wood shop. There's a safe under the command desk, behind a sheet of paper with a time list on it. The 


combination is three, seven. You need to hit it four times. Understand?" 


Chris nodded, his heart thudding against his chest and his brain ticking overtime. This might actually work 
Jeordie released him, but before walking away, Chris hesitated. 


"| never meant for him to die, you know.." he gestured to he man on the ground, reaching into the pocket of 
his jacket and taking out the bloody, melted plastic shank. He handed it to Jeordie, slipping it through the bars 
wrapped in sheets of toilet paper. "Its got my prints all over it. To show you I'm serious. Keep it clean 


"Get the fuck out of here," Jeordie hissed at him, taking the small parcel and tucking it safely in his belt. He 
watched Chris leave, shaking his head and settling back on the bed. He'd never stop being surprised by the 


clarity some men could find through pain and humiliation. 


eR 


Where Would You Rather Be? 


With the return to the rec room, Josh noticed with a thin smile on his lips that several things had changed in 


his absence. 


Trent had returned from his headhunt, his prize held tightly by the wrist. Josh recognized the boy as Aaron, 
the object of Trent's obsessive affection that had all but consumed his life for several years. It had been Josh 
who had first brought Aaron to Trent, he'd known the skittish boy in passing from a briefly shared stint in 
prison. A habitual criminal, something about the boy reminded Josh of Trent. He hadn't expected the level of 


manic desire from the bored probation officer.but it hardly went unappreciated. 


He met Trent's eyes as they passed, nodding to him and exchanging a hint of a smirk. Aaron looked at the 
faces of the men now entering the room and shrunk back against Trents side. No matter how sharply it 
turned the boy's stomach, Josh understood what Aaron was doing. Having assigned himself to a stronger 
member of the pack, Aaron was securing his own safety. The nature of the cage, Josh mused to himself, 


before returning his attention to the rest of the room. 


Chris had disappeared, but that was of little importance. A beaten dog licking it's wounds never bothered Josh, 
he knew all too well that danger only returned onces the cuts were healed. Shrunk in the corner of a bed, 


crying in the shower, wandering the halls.wherever the boy had gore, let him go. 


Officer White paced his cell, walking up one side of the bars and returning to the other, apparently over any 
aversion to his less than animated cell mate. He'd shifted the body beneath the bed and covered it with a 
sheet, leaving himself with all the more room. To Josh, he looked like a leopard, dark eyes shining from behind 
the bars, waiting for a hand to stray too close. 


To his great satisfaction, the entire room was cut into silence as soon as he lifted his arm, climbing a few 


stairs to further lift himself above the rest of the rabble. Josh's place as pack leader was firmly set. 


"Boys!" he roared, his red hair swept around his face like a burning, copper halo. "I know you're getting 
impatient. | am too, brothers, | am too. Soon enough, we'll be faced with negotiations, with threats, and you all 


need to ask yourselves..what do you want from this?" 


The silence, ever present, settled like a mist over the assembled prisoners. They hung on Josh's every word, 


watching their alpha dog growl and spit, hanging on every growl. Josh grinned. 


"Nothing? You've all come so far, each of you with your filthy hands held out, only to ask for nothing? Don't 


you want freedom?" 


At once, the group rushed forward and broke into an enormous cheer. In the middle of the throng, still held 
fast by their arms, Troy moved closer to Joey and closed his eyes, only releasing his held breath when he felt 


Joey's strong hand encircle his wrist. Josh stared down from his podium, blue eyes wide and feral. He laughed. 


"Well | have news for you. You are free. Every one of you. Right now, in this moment, we're each choking on 
more freedom than we can handle. We may not see the outside of these walls again, and we may not breath 
unfiltered air as long as we live, but you've each taken your lives into your own hands. You have taken your 


cage, this prison, and made it your own! | know |, personally, have never tasted anything sweeter.” 


The cheering continued, broken by clapping and whistling. Joey watched in silence, his hand tight around Troy's, 
trying to keep the fear from showing on his face. Josh was a whirlwind of charisma, a dictator in a small town. 
He spoke with the fervor of a cultist and the conviction of a preacher. If this riot were to go on much longer, 
there would be no telling what he would become capable of. He could demand murders, rapes, suicides. If so 
desired, he could be the last man standing alive within the walls of the Integration wing, without having lifted a 
finger. 


"So now, friends..! ask you to protect this new freedom," he continued, lowering his voice and leaning forward, 
forcing intimacy with every man below him. "When the tear gas comes, when the swat teams arrive, | want 
you to fight. There will be no negotiations. There will be no surrender. All we have in here is the freedom we 


make for ourselves. Take that away, and you shit on your souls." 


Once more, the noise from the mob reached a shattering level, and Josh rode it like a wave. He laughed and 


grinned, holding his arms high, letting the cheer run it's course and die down. Only then did the smile leave his 


face, lifting one hand and looking directly into the middle of the mob. 


"We have a new member of our strange little family," he drawled, his eyes sparking as they settled on Troy. 
The men surrounding broke away, moving back and leaving Joey and Troy to the scrutiny of the others. Josh 
smiled, sweeping a hand back through his hair. 


"I believe his name is Father van Leeuwen. Troy, to his flock. Let me make it very clear, that if any man in 
here touches this guiding angel beyond seeking comfort and absolution, | will have his head. The same goes for 
his erstwhile bodyguard. We're all lost sheep, boys..doesn't it make sense to keep our shepherd in one piece?" 


The inmates around the two laughed, jeering and clapping in the wake of Josh's words. Troy stared at the 
ground, his fingers running across the beads of the rosary Billy had given to him. Joey didn't move, didn't 
speak, his eyes locked so tightly on Josh's that the air could have sparked from the friction. 


Turning away, Josh was the first to break the contact, slapping his hand down on the stair railing. 
"Alright, boys! You're hungry, and tired. | know this. So go back to your fun. Fuck, sleep, eat, shit.the good 
things in life. But when that first canister of gas rolls into this room, | expect every last one of you fighting 


tooth and nail. Am | understood?" 


The roar shook the bars of every cell surrounding the open room, and Joey stiffened somewhat. The level of 
madness within the prison was about to escalate. He could feel it as surely as the throbbing of Troy's pulse, 


pressed against his fingers. 


eR 


By the time Chris reached the wood shop, the cheering from the rec room still echoed through the halls 
behind him. He payed no attention to it - silence would have worried him more. He focused instead on each 
step after the previous, watching the floor move beneath him. Every movement, every motion hurt. His 
muscles were tight, constricting so violently with every breath that he felt as though he were being squeezed 
by an immense snake. His pain, his self-worth, his dignity..all pushed away, all bled from his pores with every 
reticulating, choking coil. 


He ignored it. The goal that lay ahead of him was worth any pain his body had yet to give. The wood shop was 
unlocked and empty, a haven of tedious, repetitive work for only the most well behaved inmates. He'd never 
been inside the room, but it held a distinct resemblance to a high school workshop class. If his throat hadn't 
been so raw from screaming, he would have laughed at the absurdity of stacks of plywood and blue-handled 
safety saws. 


The desk was found easy enough, a large, flat table in the middle of the room, stacked with papers and 
electronic equipment. Monitoring systems, computers, alarms. Beneath the table, to the side of a metal chair, 


was a large sheet of paper. 


It didn't look out of place in the room. The table was plastered with warnings and posters, lists of rules and 
important personnel. This list was no different, but Chris's heart lept into his throat regardless. It was a time 


sheet, a list of officer rotation, exactly where Jeordie had told him it could be found. 


Moving almost faster than his battered body could stand, Chris moved to the desk and quickly crouched, 


tearing the paper away. Beneath it, as promised, was a small sunken safe with a dial combination on the front. 


“Three, seven.three seven." he whispered, entering the numbers four times. The click from behind the dial was 


loud enough to make him jump, and with a quick glance around the room, he opened the door. 


The gun lay at the back of the back of the safe, dark grey and cold to the touch. It was heavy in his hands, 
and it occurred to Chris that he'd never held a gun before. For all of his talk and posturing, the thought that 
he was about to take a life was a terribly alien one. Despite the humiliation that Josh had put him through, a 
sudden doubt over his conviction settled in the back of his mind. 


He shook his head, pocketing the gun and an extra clip, tucking his prize deep within the pockets of his hooded 
jacket. It would all be over soon. The riot, Josh's tyranny, and his own suffering. No one would play him so 


easi ly again. 


eR 


Joey sat in the middle of the wide, open room, silently thankful for the wide berth afforded him by the other 
prisoners. No one wanted to break Josh's words, whether they understood them or not. Joey, too, was 


confused over Josh's apparent desire to leave him unharmed, but it wasn't something he was going to question 


He sat on a table, his feet propped on a white plastic chair, with his fingers laced together between his thighs. 
The empty cell that Troy had been ushered into was out of his line of sight, but he watched none the less, 
tracking the inmates that strayed too close. 


At the end of his latest speech, Josh had declared that Troy was to be kept away from the open rec room, 
instead placed in a cell where he could better serve the spiritual needs of the more god-fearing prisoners. 
Thus far, his comfort in the name of the lord had apparently not been needed. Whether that was the nature 


of the riot, or the fact that Joey watched the path to the cell like a hawk, the end result was Troy being kept 
far from danger, and Joey couldn't argue with that. 


Still, something about the arrangement refused to sit well. There had been a glint on Josh's eyes when Troy 
was discovered, something almost recognizable as relief. Just what he had been so relieved by, despite how 
hard Joey thought on it, there was no telling. 

Sinking back into his default of quiet surveillance, something to the left caught Joey's eye. He turned, 
momentarily, and found him face to face with one of the stranger prisoners in the wing he called home. He 


didn't know the man well, but he knew the stories, and his name. 


"Mikey, right?" Joey asked, leaning back a little. Lank, wavy hair bounced around Mikey's face as he nodded, 
taking a seat beside Joey on the table. 


"Mikey. Right," he replied, stretching his legs out and letting them hang from his plastic perch. The tips of his 


toes brushed the ground, and he watched them for several seconds before speaking again. 
"You're Joey Castillo.” 

Joey nodded, leaning back on his hands and glancing back in the direction of Troy's new residence. 
"That's me. |.haven't seen you around here much, man. They keep you in lockup for a while?" 


Mikey nodded, a short, sharp jerking of his head that made Joey's skin crawl. The storied be damned, he could 
see that there was something off about this guy. 


‘Ive been here two years..spent eighteen months in solitary. They tell me it's for my own good.! don't know 


about that. | miss the cell blocks." 


He twitched his head towards a small group of men, staring intently at the black haired, slim boy known to the 
inmates as Dean. Almost as if he could feel Mikey's eyes on the back of his neck, Dean turned and caught his 
gaze. Without hesitation, he turned and headed for an empty cell, sitting down outside the clear door and 
just.waiting. Joey shuddered. 


"That's fucking creepy, buddy,” he replied, tilting his head towards Mikey. Josh had made it clear he wasn't to 
be harmed.there was no need to walk on eggshells any more. Mikey simply shrugged, apparently oblivious to 
Joey's words. He watched Dean, quiet and calm, before turning back to the conversation at hand. 


‘| used to be a cop." 


Joey snorted, caught of-quard by the sudden confession. He shrugged awkwardly, uncomfortable in the 
presence of the off-putting Mikey, but interested nonetheless. 


"How'd that work out for you?" 


"Not so well." Mikey conceded, the faintest hint of an ironic smile on his lips. "Before | was retired, | used to 


review a lot of files, a lot of reports.! had a knack for paperwork." 
Flinching just a little, Joey nodded. His feigned interest was wearing thin, but something about the man beside 
him hinted at a deeper truth, something he was desperate to reveal. He waited for Mikey to continue, to drop 


whatever reveal or moral he might be hiding. 


"It was dull work..satisfying, but dull. All | really got out of it was a good memory. That's how | remember your 


name, Joey, even though | hardly know you.” 


He paused, hesitating so sharply that Joey turned away from the room of cells, facing only Mikey. The slim, 
olive-skinned man smiled, and Joey felt as though the table he was sitting on had melted away beneath him. 


"| reviewed your file. Just before | had my bad day, actually. It's fresh in my memory. | know." 


"Look," Joey interrupted him, preparing to leave before he found himself cut off, stalled by intense hazel eyes 
and quick, sharp words. 


"I know you killed that man. You were defending your sister, weren't you? You told Josh you were looking at an 


appeal..you were facing freedom. Do you always lie, Joey? Like you lied about hiding the priest?" 


Joey swallowed, shaking his head just enough to feel as though he'd in some way defended himself. Mikey 


laughed, continuing his accusation 


"I know the truth. There were reports left out, character witnesses never called thanks to your guilty plea, 


Joey. You never liked him, did you? That boy who loved your sister? The reports said he was a good kid. That 


he loved her. What made you throw him back against that glass table?" 


Each word hit him like a slap to the face, and Joey let his gaze drop to his hands. There were scars on his 
palms, markings that were easily put forward as defensive wounds. His appeal had been mounted on them, the 
fact that he'd needed to put up a defense. Joey had always thought how lucky it was that when he'd taken the 
boy by the throat, when he'd crashed his head through the glass, that the shards that sliced through his own 
hands had looked so convincingly like he'd been defending himself. The only witness was his sister, and she'd 


never sell out her only brother.. 


"| was jealous," Joey whispered, lifting his head to meet Mikey's eyes. It was like staring into a pool of dirty 


water, and expecting to see something more than your own reflection. 
"Jealous?" Mikey echoed, tipping his head to the side. "Of your sister's happiness?" 


Joey jerked his head no, clenching his hands into fists and lowering his voice again, a bare hiss only audible in 


the closest of quarters. 
"Of her. | wanted him. He wanted her. So | killed him." 


For the first time in two years, Mikey grinned A Cheshire smile wound across his face and he patted Joey on 


the shoulder. 
"I thought so. Does anybody know, Joey? Anyone but you and your sister?" 


Joey shook his head, his heart thundering and his fingers shaking. If Mikey knew this, it wasn't just his appeal 
he could lose. The lie had spread from the arresting officers, to the court room, and then to Troy. Joey had 
already failed to keep him away from the riot, he didn't want to lose the trust they had built earlier, as well. 


"No one. So why don't you go ahead and tell me what | have to do to keep it that way, huh?" 


"You're a very smart man, Joey. That's why you're going to walk out of here. All you have to do is one little 


favor, and I'll forget everything | know about you. 


Nodding hesitantly, Joey leaned closer. Whatever Mikey wanted, he could do. His eventual freedom, and a 
surprising friendship with potential gave him something to work for. There was no losing that. Mikey continued, 
his grin having faded. 


"My dear friend Josh is going to offer you a choice, very shortly. | call him my friend, you see, because | 
can't relate to him in any other way..Josh is a strange man, a leader, but l'm not following him. Do you 


understand?" 


"Yes," Joey replied shortly, wondering in silence if anyone had ever had a clue what went on inside of Mikey's 


head. 


"Good," he continued, gesturing faintly with long fingers. "Now, whatever he asks you, | want you to agree to it. 
You're a strong, intelligent man, and l'm sure nothing is below you. Play along with Josh's game, and your 


secret is safe." 


Joey remained silent for a moment, letting the ultimatum sink in. It was true, there was nothing he wouldn't do 


to protect his secret and his mask of innocence. The price otherwise was too high. 


"Fine. You have a deal. But tell me why this means so much to you. What do you care if | nod along after Josh 
like a fucking sheep?" 


"| don't care," Mikey replied, short and simple. He winked, and for the briefest moment Joey saw straight 


through the detached insanity, and into a mind devoid of social consciousness. 


"But | like to watch. Everything is going to fall down, very soon, and Josh is going to be in the middle of it. It 
just needs a little.push, and that's where you come in. Josh needs to have room to play, and once he starts, 


he's going to be the end of all of this." 


For a moment without any reason, Joey tried to make sense of this. When clarity once again returned, he 


shrugged and slid from the table, pushing his hands into the pocket of his jacket. 


"Whatever, man.” he turned away from Mikey, leaving the table and heading for Troy's cell. At least there, no 
one would bother him, and the quiet companionship of a man deep in prayer would give him enough space for 


his own thoughts. 


He approached the cell, looking up from the floor and meeting a pair of very, very blue eyes. Josh smiled, and 


pushed away from the wall beside Troy's quiet cell. 


"Just the man | was looking for," he grinned, reaching out and resting a hand on Joey's shoulder. Joey had no 


problem whatsoever in shrugging the hand away, folding his arms across his chest. 


"What do you want, Josh?" he asked, resisting the urge to look back at the rec room, knowing Mikey would be 


watching. Josh smiled, gesturing for Joey to move closer. 
"I have an idea A thought, perhaps, that | wanted to run past you. Hell..lets call it a decision" 


Joey frowned, raising an eyebrow and putting himself between Josh and the door of Troy's cell. He tipped his 


head in a half-nod, allowing Josh to continue. 


‘| like you, Joey. | like you very much. | almost wish I'd had the time to get to know you, but after this is all 
over, | somehow doubt I'll be spending much time in general population | think this should be an easy decision 


for you..it's just a little game of mine, something to while away the hours, test human strength and will.that 


sort of thing.” 


"Ask me the fucking question, Josh." Joey growled, sparing absolutely no pleasantries for a man he had nothing 


but disdain for. Josh nodded slightly, a smirk twitching at his lips. 


"You lied to me, earlier. In the chapel. | don't like being lied to, but I'm going to give you the chance to redeem 


yourself. | almost feel silly asking your for this, but something tells me it's somewhat needed" 


Joey steeled himself, leaning back against the clear door and refusing to turn, to look in on Troy and take 
comfort in the sight of the still, praying figure. This was it. This one request of a prison tyrant would secure 
his safety, and god-willing would have him walk free from the prison when the riot was over. Josh cleared his 


throat, and Joey held his breath. 

‘lm going to fuck the priest. Your priest. I'm going to take his pale, gently curving ass in my hands, and l'm 
going to to sit him in my lap. He's going to cry, I'm going to laugh, and | highly doubt that the satisfaction wil 
be mutual. l'm not asking for your permission, Joey, because if you fight me | will kill you, and him. | want 


something else from you.” 


Joey's stomach knotted against itself, twisting so violently that he almost doubled over. The jealousy that held 
so recently been recounting to Mikey came flooding back, and he fought it down to reply. 


"What do you want from me?" 

Josh smiled, drunk on power, and his tongue darted out to wet his lips. 

‘| want you to tell him what I'm going to do. | want you to tell him he has to be a good boy. And when he 
struggles, Joey, | want you to be the one who holds him down | have less than twelve hours left on this riot, 
my friend, and my hold over these faggots, junkies and murderers will not be jeopardized by you having lied to 


me. 


"You're going to do this for me, everyone will know, and no one will ever lie to me again. So. What do you say?" 


ER 


Freedom Run 


"Deal," Joey replied, almost instantly. He held his hand out to Josh, eyebrow raised, but the huge red-head was 
so shocked by the sudden agreement that he waved the handshake. 


"Huh," Josh shook his head in disbelief, a wolfish grin pulling at his lips and pricking at his white, exposed teeth. 
"And here | thought there was one good man left in this jail. Goes to show just what | know.." 


Joey shrugged, pushing his hands down into his pockets and turning towards the cell, his face blank and 


unreadable. 

"| guess you just can't trust anyone these days. Let me talk to him. I'll tell you when he's done crying." 

He turned his back to Josh, leaving the man in his bewildered state and opening the cell door. He slipped inside, 
glancing over his shoulder to watch Josh walk back towards the main gathering in the open rec room, before 


turning his attention to Troy. 


"Listen to me, very carefully," he hisses, crouching in front of the priest, his head bent in silent prayer. Troy 


frowned, crossing himself in a quick, deft motioning and glancing down at Joey. 
"What's going on? What are you doing in here, you're supposed to be out with the mob..” 


Joey shook his hand, grabbing him by the hands and running his thumbs over the cross of the rosary, worn 
smooth by fingers before. 


"Just listen, okay? | need to get you out of here. You're in danger, and-" 
Troy cut him off, smoothing his hand over Joey and shaking his head. 


"No, no. They said | was okay..that no one was aloud to hurt me. The big man, with the red hair.Josh. He said | 


was safe" 


"Safe from everyone else," Joey spat, jerking his head sharply and standing. He paced in the cell, sparing a 


glimpse towards the door every few seconds. No one cared to look in their direction. "But not him. Troy..." 
Troy stood, reaching up and pressing his hands to Joey's chest. The same light, the same challenging spark 
that had been in his eyes when they"d kissed in the chapel was again present, and on Troy's face Joey could 
see more trust than he knew he was worth. 


"Tell me. Tell me what's going on" 


Joey sighed, pushing a thick-fingered, shaking hand through his hair. He sat on the cot, pulling Troy gently down 


beside him, avoiding his face. 


"Josh wants you. He wants to fuck you. And probably hurt you. |. don't know, it's some kind of power trip 
thing." 


He trailed off, risking a look at Troy's pale, round face. He was silent, still, but not without a look of horror in 
his brown eyes. He slowly nodded, the lump in his throat shaking as he spoke. 


"F-fuck me. And..and if | don't let him?" 

Joey shrugged, letting the words hang in the air. There was no question of whether Troy could let Josh, or 
not. Josh was nearly a foot taller than both of them, and certainly broader than Troy. he could fuck him, use 
him, snap him in half and be done before any resistance could even be thought of. 


"He'll kill you. And me. And anyone else that stands in his way, probably. He's sick, Troy.” 


The silence filled the tiny cell, and after a painfully slow minute, Troy's fingers found their way into Joey's 
huge hand, wrapping around his thumb and holding tightly. 


"Let him do it." 

"No..Troy.." 

"Lef him" Troy hisses, nails digging in to Joey's skin for a half-second. He let out a soft sigh, shaking his hair 
back from his face and clearing his throat. Through the tough, brave facade, Joey could see the tears pricking 


at the corners of his eyes. 


"My life, and the lives of others, aren't worth such a trivial thing. Let him have what he wants, and maybe 
he'll leave us to wait out the rest of this riot" 


Joey shook his head vehemently, standing and pulling his hand away from Troy's. His cheeks were flushed with 
desperate anger, his hands shaking and his throat dry. He couldn't let this happen. 


"No. No, Troy. Its not going to happen this way - someone has to stop him." 


"Joey," Troy frowned, rising to his feet and holding his arms out in a gentle, pleading manner, the rosary beads 


swinging and clicking from one hand. "Let me give him what he wants." 


"No, Troy!" he paced two steps to the left, two steps to the right, still shaking his head. Troy sighed, spots of 


color blushing his cheeks. 


"Why not?" 


"Because | want it!" 


Troy stopped, frozen in the middle of the argument by the sudden, unexpected admission. 


Joey sighed, sitting on the edge of the bed and dropping his head into his hands. 
‘lm sorry. | know, | shouldn't. but | want you, Troy. | want what he's going to take from you. Josh..he wants 
your clothes, your faith, your conviction.| couldn't care about any of that. | want you, drunk on communion 


wine, telling me l'm an idiot for pushing you away." 


Troy smiled softly, crouching before him and reaching to stroke the side of his face. His hand dropped, tracing 


over a tattooed wrist. 
"| didn't call you an idiot." 


"Well, you should have," Joey frowned, shrugging and curling his fingers around Troy's wrist. "Because now l'm 


going to lose what I'm pretty sure might be the best thing | never had" 

Smiling again, wry and half-hidden, Troy raised an eyebrow. 

"That's very trusting of you, putting so much faith in a brief feeling." 

Joey shrugged, winking and closing his hand over Troy's, and the rosary. 

"I'm Catholic, aren't |?" 

Troy laughed, nodding and moving up to sit on the bed, leaning in and kissing Joey on the cheek. He was 
pleasantly surprised as the other man turned quickly, catching the kiss on his lips, leaning in for a moment. By 
the time Troy pulled away, fear and truth were tearing past his self restraint. 

"Please don't let him touch me, Joey," he whimpered, leaning in and sliding his arms around Joey's waist, hiding 
his face against his chest. Joey nodded, stroking his hand over the back of Troy's head, flinching at the faint 


dampness of tears against his collarbone. 


"He won't. | promise. I'll find some way of making a distraction.some way to get him away from you. You just 


need to keep him from touching you until | can. Can you do that for me?" 


Troy nodded, pulling back and wiping at his eyes with the edge of one sleeve. As Joey stood to leave, Troy 
caught him by the waist band, pulling him back. 


"Wait.wait. | want you to promise me something." 


Joey frowned briefly, nodding and crouching down beside him. 


"What is it?" he asked, gently resting a hand on Troy's knee, watching as he blushed and searched for the 


words. 


"If.if you distract him, but you know we won't get away..if he knows it's you..| want you to come and get me. 


We'll run, oror hide, or bar the door if we have to, but Joey." 


He paused, his cheeks now a warm, deep crimson. Joey reached up, touching the heated skin, and Troy cleared 


his throat. 


‘| want you first. Inside of me. F..fucking me. Not Josh. You. If you know he'll come back for me, make you sure 


you have me first. Understand?" 


Joey stayed quiet, not quiet trusting himself to speak for fear of what he might say. He ached to tell Troy 
everything, about how he came to jail, tell him what a monster he truly was. Instead, he reached up and 
cupped a hand against the back of Troy's head, bringing him down and kissing him slowly, gently, parting his lips 
with his tongue and taking a moment just to taste. 


"| promise," he whispered, tucking Troy's hair back behind one ear. With that, he stood and left the cell, walking 


out into the rec room with the intention of finding Josh. He needed a distraction, something big, and he needed 
it soon, for without it he knew he was only throwing his lamb to the lions. 
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As soon as Josh had headed towards Troy's cell, Joey's plan swung into action. He found Billy with a quick scan 
of the room, hunched in a corner with his three friends, wearing a miserable look on his face that only 
deepened as Joey approached. 


"Look, man, | know | sold you out, and I'm fucking sorry, | just couldn't let." 


Joey waved his hand, quickly shaking his head and crouching in the midst of the four men. 


"Billy, for once in your life, just shut the fuck up. It's fine. You can make it up to me - you all can. Now listen.’ 


They crouched together, leaning in anticipation of Joey's plan. He glanced back towards Troy's cell for a 
moment, satisfied for now with the lack of any sound. 


"| need a distraction. Something big. Go into the mess hall, start kicking shit over, throwing chairs - anything, | 
don't care. Just make it big, and make it loud. Can you do that?" 


With faint murmurs of protest quickly turning into a hum of agreement, the gang each nodded, 


"How long do you.Joey?" Billy frowned as Joey ignored him, staring past his shoulder and towards the left 
corridor. "Joey? Hey.hey, Joe." 


Shaking his head, Joey hushed them and motioned towards the hallway leading towards the woodshop. Chris, the 
boy everyone recognized from before, had emerged back into the rec room with his hands deep in the pockets 


of his jacket, a look of grim determination on his face. 


"Now what the fuck do you suppose he's doing, walking around like that?" Sanders, Billy's cellmate, asked. The 
rest shrugged, but Joey was already at his feet. He could see that Chris, having stopped and had a quick word 


with one of his friends, was making a beeline for Troy's cell. 


"Forget it.forget what | said," Joey hissed, quickly running his eyes over the room, checking for Josh's friends 
and cronies. None were to be found. He grabbed Billy by the arm, shaking him gently. 


"Get the fuck out of here, okay? All of you - just go and bunk down somewhere safe. Don't play a fucking hero 


on me now, Billy, you understand?" 


Billy nodded, clearly confused but unwilling to challenge the conviction of Joey's face. Satisfied that he'd been 
understood, Joey left the group and headed for the cells. Chris was up to something, his hunched shoulders 
and determined walk gave it away, and Joey was damned if he'd let Troy get caught in the middle of it. 
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Josh lent over Troy, one hand braced on the doorway, the other hanging limp at his side. It swung a little, back 
and forth, casting a pendulum-esque shadow across the cell. Troy swallowed, trying his best to avoid feeling 


intimidated. It wasn't working. 
"So. Your savior and protector told you about my little plan, right?" Josh grinned, his drawling desert accent 
harsh to Troy's ears. He nodded, and Josh's grin grew across his face. 


"Good. So you know what to expect. I'm not going to hurt you. have no desire to. You have to understand, 


Father, that this is just something | have to do." 


He left the doorway, taking a seat beside Troy and laughing at the resulting flinch. Troy lifted his chin, a small 


hint of defiance on his face, and refused to meet Josh's eye. 


"Consider it a.sort of stepping stone for me. A rung on the ladder. Something to tick off my list before | die." 


Still, Troy refused to acknowledge him, staying stoic and motionless, his eyes half-closed in silent rebellion. Josh 
didn't seem phased, instead running his fingers down the side of Troy's jaw. 


"You'll have to forgive me if | get a little lost.l'm not used to such a willing partner..." 


He lifted his hand, as if to strike, and Troy jerked back. He closed his eyes, setting his jaw in expectation of 
blossoming pai, but the blow never came. Instead, a series of metallic clicks echoed around the cell. Slowly, he 
opened his eyes. Behind Josh stood a man he'd never seen before, a slim boy with wavy hair and a manic look 
in his eyes. In his hand he held a sleek, dark gun, the barrel of which was pressed firmly against the back of 
Josh's head. 


"Chris, | assume." Josh smirked, no fear or hesitation in his eyes. Troy let out a small squeak of relief, 
scrambling back to the corner of the cot, his back pressed against the wall. He was answered with a rough 


shove from the gun, pushing him forward on the bed. 


"Yeah," Chris replied, his hand shaking enough to gently vibrate the gun. His fingers and brow were slick with 


sweat, clammy and unsure. 


"Just what the fuck does my eager puppy think he's doing, hmm?" Josh purred, his voice low and rumbling 
through the cell. Chris snarled, jabbing the gun forward again. 


‘lm not your fucking dog, Josh, and no one else is, either." 


Catching sight of a small shard of reflection in the plastic mirror above the cell sink, Josh laughed, arching his 
eyebrows and pushing back against the gun 


"That's where you're wrong, boy. | got me a whole pack." 
Something hard and cold struck Chris across the back of his head and he fell to his knees, barely managing to 
keep a grip on the gun. Jesse stood behind him, the gun from the Solitary wing in his hand. He winked at Josh, 


jerking his thumb towards the rec room and standing aside. 


"Always got your back, Red," he smirked, tucking ginger-blond hair back behind one ear. Josh nodded,reaching 
down and twisting Chris's hair around his wrist. 


Troy watched in horror from the back of his cell as Josh dragged Chris into the rec room, pulling him along 
the scuffed linoleum by his hair until they reached the center. He threw him to the ground, kicking the gun 
from his hand and laughing as it skidded into the crowd. 


"Now, just what the fuck did you think you were doing, hmm?" He yelled, announcing the impending show to the 


rest of the room. The prisoners gathered, eager for one more demonstration of Josh's vice-grip, before the 
riot ran it's course. Chris said nothing, pulling himself up onto his knees and staring hard at Josh. His lip bled 
where he'd hit the ground, dripping unchecked from his chin. 


"No answer? Nothing to say? | guess this just isn't at all turning out like you thought it would, huh Chris..." 


The jeering began in earnest, carrying on until Josh held his hand high. Chris shook his head briefly no, still 
staring defiantly at Josh from where he knelt. Josh reached forward, grabbing him by the jaw and shaking him 


violently until he conceded,opening his mouth. 


"See, Chris, the problem with kids like you is that you hope for too much. You think you can get away with 
your crimes, and when you find out that no one does, you think you can survive in prison. ls that what you 
thought as going to happen, Chris? Did you think that you were going to show up here, join the ranks of a 


gang, and serve your sentence as a feared man?" 


Chris refusing to answer, enduring the ridicule in silence, denying Josh his tears and screams a second time. He 
jerked back a little as Josh dropped a hand, undoing the drawstrings of his own blue, prison issue pants. Chris 


swallowed, his eyes growing large. Josh laughed. 


"What's wrong? You don't want it? You're too scared to bite down on me, like you did to our poor friend 


earlier? " 


Hesitating to weight the answer in his own mind, Chris nodded to roaring laughter and applause. Josh silenced 
them with a quick cutting motion, leaning down and pressing his fingers into the joints of Chris's jaw. He held 
his hand to the side, was sharply handed the gun Jesse had been in possession of, and then grinned. 


"You're born to lose, Chris. And l'm born to win. Don't choke." 


He brought the gun forward quickly, pressing it between Chris's lips and holding it there. Chris barely had a 


moment to scream, to open his eyes wide, to register fear, sadness and regret before Josh pulled the trigger. 


The gunshot echoed around the room like a cracking whip, cutting across every man and daring him into 


silence. Not a word was spoken as Chris fell back into a smear of his own blood and hair, not even his friends 


that had stood beside him as the riot began. 


He lay on the floor, motionless but for the blood darkening and gathering around his face, his eyes open and 
staring at the floors of cells before him. Slowly, prisoners started to gather, murmuring and whispering their 
surprise. Josh snorted, pocketing the gun and turning his back on the scene he'd created. 


"Someone mop him up. No one, no one try and follow in his footsteps. | have plenty more bullets, and plenty 


other places to stick a fucking gun" 
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Inside the small, single cell, Troy shook against Joey's chest. As soon as Josh had left, Joey had appeared and 
closed the door quietly, intent on keeping his promise. Whatever Chris was thinking, Both Joey and Troy knew it 
wouldn't last long. They needed to take what they could, and keep it from Josh, as quickly as possible. 


Neither man had removed their clothes, pushing fabric aside and down where needed. With his chest against 
the wall and his back against Joey, Troy and cried out against his closed fist, whimpered at rough fingers and 
sobbed at a heavy, hard prick. 


Joey fucking him wasn't an act of love, or an act of desire - if they both survived the end of the riot, there 
would be time enough for that. They were taking all that they had for themselves, keeping what little sanity 
they could, and taking their humanity into their own hands. 


Joey hadn't come - he'd been too distracted by the yelling and the noise from outside to do anything more and 
mindlessly jerk and thrust. Troy had tightened, whimpered and come just as the gunshot rung out, and Joey let 
him scream. N one would hear it over the echoing bang, and even if they did.it had been done. They had taken 

and kept the one thing they could. 


Winding his arms around the quietly shaking, trembling priest, Joey smoothed one hand over his hair and kissed 


his forehead. Any authority outside the prison would have heard the gun. The riot would come to an end. Soon, 


it would all be over, sooner for some than others. 
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Odyssey 


Author's Notes: 
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Nick stumbled from his cell, half-asleep, his head ringing from the echoing shot that had woken him. He rubbed 
at his eyes, tying his pants around his waist, and looked for a familiar face. 


"Jess," he growled, catching the wiry man as he broke away from a circle of inmates in the center of the 


room. "Who the fuck shot someone?" 


Removing his glasses and wiping them on the edge of his shirt, Jesse rolled his eyes, walking over and nodding 
to Mark as he appeared in the doorway of the single cell. 


"Josh. That kid your boyfriend had start this thing.he got some big idea into his head and found a fucking gun 
somewhere. Didn't have the fortitude to pull the trigger, so Josh did it for him." 


"Jesus Christ." Nick hissed, shaking his head and peering around Jesse's shoulder, catching a glimpse of bloody 
footprints tracking across the linoleum floor. They'd done well, no major fatalities, no cracks in their armor. It 


was all going to fall now, not unlike a house of cards. 


He turned, raising an eyebrow at Mark, looking for some acceptance of guilt and finding none. Mark's face was 


blank, harsh and lined, with no hint of regret or sympathy. He shrugged. 

"| did what | had to do." 

Nick nodded, patting Jesse on the shoulder and mirroring Mark's shrug. They had gotten what they needed out 
of the riot, one more day in the only understanding company either man had ever had. Everyone else be 


damned. 


"Get the fuck out of here, Jess. Go and find somewhere safe, you know Josh is on his own now. They'll be 
sending teams of fuckers in here, and as soon as they see that dead guard, it's all over." 


Jesse shook his head, replacing his glasses and taking a pack of cigarettes from his pocket, one of the last 


spoils of the riot. He took one for himself and lit it, handing the rest of the pack to Nick. 
"You know | can't do that. He put me in here. He made me.'m not going to let him be buried by himself." 


"Is your choice," Nick sighed, pinching the bridge of his nose and nodding. He took Jesse by the shoulder, 
pulling him close and hugging him tightly. "It's the end of an era, man. After this, | somehow doubt any of us 


will ever be in the same room again. Take care of yourself." 
Jesse grinned, nodding to Mark and pulling away from Nick, a devilish light in his eye. 
"You too. Both of you. The next time | see either of you bastards, | hope it's in fucking hell” 


He winked, disappearing into the crowd, no doubt returning to Josh's side. His devoted general. Nick shook his 
head, motioning Mark back inside the cell, throwing a blanket over the door and wedging it shut. 


"You get it?" Mark rasped, taking a cigarette from the pack and lighting it, inhaling with a sigh. Nick nodded, 
taking the gun from the pocket of the jacket he'd swapped with Trent and tossing it on the bed. 


"You think he knows?" 

Nick nodded again, taking the cigarette from Mark and holding it to the side, leaning down and sucking the 
smoke from the other man's lungs. He'd lifted the Solitary block gun from the back of Jesse's pants - there 
was no way he could have missed it. 

"Yeah. I'm fucking shit at it, you know that. Still | think he understands." 

Mark leaned back against the wall, eyes closed, tattooed fingers tapping gently against his thigh. 


"We've got an hour. At the most. And then we act. I'm not having you locked up in a fucking box again" 


Nick sighed softly, moving forward on the bed and reaching out, roughly grabbing Mark by the back of the 


neck and pulling him close, whispering against his ear. 


"I know, baby. You're not going to lose me again." 
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A good twenty minutes after the body on the floor had stopped bleeding, Josh returned to the row of cells 
he'd been taken from earlier. He'd given the gun to Jesse and walked to the showers, washing his hands and 


scrubbing the blood from the front of his pants. 


He'd stared in the mirrors, searching for some sort of clue as to what was to come. He'd been in riots before, 
even started them, but the power he'd held had been nothing compared to this. Every man looked to him, 
watched him, followed him. When the tear gas started to roll in, what would he do? Would he fight, die, or 


cower? 


Josh had shaken the thoughts away, wetting his hands and slicking his hair back. Whatever was to come, there 


was still one thing that needed to be taken care of. 


He approached the priest's cell, ruin on his mind, an unsatisfied lump in his throat. No matter what he would 


be forced to do in the coming hours, he was going to take what he wanted while he still could 
He pulled open the door, entered the room, and his face twisted into a sour scowl at the sight before him. 


"Now, what the fuck is this?" he yelled, throwing the door wide open, ignoring the Plexiglas as it slammed into 
the row of bars. He received no answer. Troy looked up at him from where he lay, his head in Joey's lap and 
his hands gently holding the rosary beads. Joey met Josh's gaze, challenging him in his silence, his fingers 
gently twisted in Troy's hair. The cell smelled unmistakably like sex, sweat, and tears. 


"You..you and him, right? You and the fucking priest?" Josh laughed, his carefully swept back hair falling in his 
face, casting bar-like shadows over his blue eyes. He shook his head, frustrated by the lack of answer and 


obedience. Things were crumbling sooner than he'd expected. 


‘|. cannot fucking believe this! Are you both that..that stupid? Do you know just what the fuck you've done, 
what you've taken from me? All | wanted was..was just this litle, little thing." 


He shook his head sharply, more hair falling into his eyes, his hands shaking and his cheeks flushed with anger. 


"You've done it now. Both of you. | was going to let you live, | was going to let you walk out of here, knowing 


that | had this little, catholic bitch first. But now..now you've pushed me.." 


He raised his right hand high above his head, fingers hooked as though he were sprouting claws. Troy let out a 
frightened cry, his eyes wide and his lips parted, yelping as Joey wrapped an arm around his shoulders and 
pulled him suddenly to the side. 


Josh didn't hear the gunshot. Whether it was the still present ringing from the earlier bullet, or the blood and 
anger roaring in his ears, the loud crack never registered. Troy screamed, he heard that much, and he smelled 
the hot metal cooling in the hands of someone behind him. More present at the front of his mind, however, 


was the pain in his hand. 


He drew it back to his chest, looking down and frowning at the bloody mess. There appeared to be a hole, from 
back to palm, so cleanly shot that through it he could see the cell floor splashing with blood. More worryingly, 
however, was the inability to move his fingers, or anything else for that matter. Josh swallowed, fighting the 
pain, fighting the urge to roar and yell, instead turning to face his attacker. 


He made it halfway. As he turned the gun was again fired, three bullets in quick succession. One caught him in 
the side, hitting a rib and snapping it, piercing a lung with an audible pop. The second missed, ricocheting from 
the wall behind him and embedding itself safely in the mattress beside Troy's hips. The third struck home, 
sinking into Josh's temple with a dull thud, hitting with enough force to send the huge man backwards, 
sprawling over the end of the tiny cot. 


Josh's eyes were open and staring at the ceiling in disbelief, but he saw nothing. He didn't see Troy crying, 
hiding his face against Joey's chest and pushing himself away from the twitching body of his would-be rapist. 
He didn't see the utter relief on Joey's face, and nor did he see the face of his attacker. 


Long, the taller friend of Chris, his cell-mate and cohort, dropped the gun to the floor. Beside him, the third 
member of their little gang stood silent, watching the breath rattle from Josh with more satisfaction and 


sadness than Ollie ever thought he'd be able to feel. 


"He just wanted to be like you," Long whispered, watching and waiting until the last tremors, the last shaking, 
gasping breath ebbed from Josh's body. 


"He just wanted to be respected. You couldn't even give him that." 


Together, the two friends turned and left the cell, disappearing into the gathering crowd. Silence once again 
deafened the entire room, even as Jesse pushed his way to the front and stared at the body of his friend and 
leader, not a word was said. After an age of hushed shock, someone started to laugh, high and unbelieving, the 
laugh of a man delighted by the playing out of events. 


Mikey stood at the center of the group, shaking as he laughed, his eyes wide and focused on the scene before 
him. The blood, the body, the shock on the faces oh Josh, Joey and Troy. It was more than he'd expected. 


"Now there, truly, is a man worth putting our lives on the line for." he hissed, taking the wrist of his shaking 
boy and making his way back towards the opposite row of cells. 


The quiet hush returned, hanging for only a few moments before again being broken, this time by two 
gunshots. No one knew where they came from, no body fell from the gathered prisoners, no screams followed 


the cracking, startling echo. It came from a row of cells to the left, but no investigation was to be made. 


A muted thud from one of the corridors leading out of the rec room caught the attention of most of the 
men. A door had opened, somewhere along the hallway, and a telltale hissing rolled its way into the middle of 


the cells. The first cannister of tear gas had made it's appearance. 
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The prisoners scattered like roaches, running this way and that, yelling and knocking over tables in the rush to 
leave the octagonal rec room. More gas would follow, they all knew this, and then the swat team would enter. 
Every man for himself was an understatement, but for one individual who fought his way To one cell in 


particular. 


Billy shoved open the door of the cell that held Josh's body, letting out a low, surprised whistle. 


"Fuck me.." he whispered, crossing himself with one quick, deft motion Joey looked up from where he sat with 


Troy, frowning. 
"Billy? What the fuck are you doing? Get out of here, man, | thought | told you to get out of here!" 


Billy shook his head, reaching in and grabbing both Troy and Joey by the wrists. He tugged them over Josh's 


body and out of the cell, covering his mouth with his jacket and yelling over the noise around them. 


"To hell with that! I'm getting you both out of here - that guard, too. We're in the chapel, me, Bran, Sanders 
and Brent. There's a couple of others, too. We figure it's better to be good and quiet in here, then rounded up 
with the trouble-makers in here, right?" 


Joey nodded, pausing to retrieve the gun from the cell before following, his fingers tightly twined with Troy's. 
They made their way to Jeordie's cell, surprised to find the guard kicking violently at the door. They stood 
back as the plastic table leg holding the cell leg splintered, snapping and cartwheeling into the room. Jeordie 
pushed the door open, running a hand back through thick, black hair. 


"Getting out of here?" he asked, receiving a round of nods in reply. "Good plan. I'll catch up." 
"No," Joey grabbed him by the wrist, the gun still held in his other hand. Jeordie frowned, reaching out and 
gently taking the weapon, wiping it clean on the leg of his pants. "We all need to get out of here, now. We're 


going to wait this out in the chapel." 


Jeordie scowled, twisting his hand away and cocking the gun, holding it deftly at his side. He pulled back a few 
steps, half-hidden in the thick, rank gas and pulling his collar up over his mouth. 


"I need to take care of something! | swear, | will catch up with you. Now fucking go, and don't look back, 
alright?" 


The three men watched him leave, turning and heading for the corridor that led to the chapel. Joey caught 
Billy by the wrist, pulling him close as they ran 


"Hey..did you hear those shots? What the hell was that?" he hissed, his arm around Troy's waist to keep him 


near. Billy half-turned, his eyes wide with surprise. 


"Lanegan!" he replied, stumbling on an overturned chair and righting himself, taking a left towards the safety of 
the tiny church. 


"Mark Lanegan. | passed his cell on the way to you two - he shot Nick Oliveri between the eyes, and then did a 
repeat on himself. | don't fucking understand it.guess they couldn't bear to be back in solitary." 


Joey nodded in half agreement, keeping any reply to himself and pulling Troy closer, holding on for dear life to 


the one thing he had left. 
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Trent watched in horror as the rec room filled with milky, white gas. It wasn't supposed to happen like this, not 
yet. He was supposed to take Aaron away, hide him somewhere, keep him for as long as he could until the 
swat teams had come and gone. Lock him in a solitary cell, gag him and hide him in a storage closet, anything 
to keep him. 


Prisoners ran left and right around them, screaming and yelling, a chaotic disarray that had just earlier been a 
well-led group of dangerous men. Aaron whimpered beside him, pulling at the unrelenting grip of Trent's hand 
around his wrist, urging him to move. 


"Please," he croaked, the gas making it hard to speak. Trent shook his head, pulling the boy closer. 


"No. No..its not supposed to end like this. l-l don't know what I'm supposed to do, how I'm going to keep you, 


Aaron." 


He continued to stare, his lips parted in disbelief, but any answer he expected from Aaron came from behind 


him. 


‘Maybe it's time to let him go," Jeordie replied, making his way through the gathering fog, only just able to 
make out Trent's face. Trent turned, his look of surprise quickly turning to one of bitter, dangerous fury. 


"You're not taking him.." he growled, pulling Aaron closer and raising his baton, the only weapon left in his 


hands. 


"Josh is dead, Trent. A lot of others too, no doubt. There's no one left t have your back, no one left to protect 
you. Why don't you just let him go?" 


Trent yelled, striking forward with the baton and throwing Aaron to the ground, his dark eyes fixed on Jeordie, 


his face twisted into an enraged scowl. 

"Because he's mine! He is fucking mine! Don't you get that? Don't you fucking understand that? That's why I'm 
here, Jeordie..that's why | have this job, why this riot started. No one else, no one ever gets to have him! | will 
fucking kill him before you touch him!" 


Jeordie shook his head, bringing the gun up to shoulder level and holding it steady. 


"Come on, Trent," he whispered, gently baiting him. "Why don't you take a swing at me? Why don't you protect 
your boy? Who knows what's going to happen to him, after they lock you up." 


Trent snapped, lunging forward and bringing the baton down, caught in the fog and missing Jeordie's head by 
just inches. Jeordie took aim and squeezed the trigger, unloading two bullets into his chest. Trent jerked 
backwards and fell quickly, hitting the floor with a dull thud and a twisted crack. Jeordie slid the gun into his 
taser holster, holding his hand out to Aaron. 


"Come on. You're safe now. We're going to wait in the chapel." 


Aaron stayed still, not even registering Jeordie's words. He stared at the body on the ground beside him, 


looking up at Jeordie's face with an expression only comparable to a lost child. 


"He." Aaron began, his voice cracking as his eyes welled with tears. His wrist felt bare and fragile without 
Trent's strong hand locked around it, and with the sudden lack of his captor, he felt small and vulnerable. He'd 


never been without the constant threat, and presence, of Trent. 
"He was going to put me somewhere. To..to keep me safe." 


Jeordie stared down at him in disbelief, completely blindsided by Aaron's apparent sympathy for his abductor. 
He hesitated for a moment, willing to argue, before shaking his head and turning away. Aaron knelt beside 
Trent's body, quietly shaking, letting the tear gas overwhelm him. It stung his eyes and burnt his throat, 


making him gag and cry, more alone than he'd ever felt. 


Fighting his way to the corridor, Jeordie turned once more to watch the Experimental Integration Wing descend 
into ruin. Inmates were beginning to give up, falling to their knees in the burning, irritating gas or running for 
cells, slamming the doors behind them. The first yells of the swat team could be heard in the opposite 


corridor, boots thudding on linoleum. 


In the middle of the room, standing on the raised platform of the rec room control tower, Mikey stood. He 
laughed, drawing patterns in the gas with his fingers, his eyes watering and his mouth bleeding from the 
chemicals. He didn't seem to care, apparently delighted by the chaos and disaster that surrounded him. 


"Sick fuck," Jeordie muttered, spitting on the floor before heading towards the chapel. 
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Once Jeordie returned, silent and unwilling to talk about his apparently vital errand, the door to the chapel had 
been locked and barred. In a strange attempt to grasp at normality, Troy had immediately started to organize 
the room, straightening bibles and righting pews, re-hanging the surviving tapestries and posters. Billy helped 


him after a brief hesitation, finding his own comfort in seeing such a gentle place returned to its own humble 


glory. 


"Good of you," Joey muttered, tilting his head as his friend took a seat beside him. Billy shrugged, gently rolling 


the beads of his newly returned rosary, 

"Least | could do. He's a good man" 

Joey nodded, folding his fingers together between his knees, watching Troy move around the room 

"Yeah. He is. Too good for a place like this” 

"Too good for a guy like you?" Billy raised an eyebrow, gently nudging Joey's shoulder. He stopped immediately, 
pulling back in the face of Joey's glare. "Hey, Im just saying is all. You've been looking after him, and | heard 
something being yelled, and that is to say.” 

Joey snorted, rolling his eyes and swatting Billy across the back of the head 

"Anyone ever tell you, you talk too fucking much?" 

Billy grinned sheepishly, shrugging and rubbing his hand over the back of his head. 

"Couple of times, yeah. So what's going to happen now? To all of us, | mean?" 

"Not sure," Joey shrugged, leaning back against the wooden bench and closing his eyes, thankful for the time 
just to sit and talk. "Jeordie said something about the swat team, so its just a mater of minutes now. After 


that..back to jail Temporary cells, while they get it all cleaned out, and then.life as normal.” 


‘For the rest of us, anyway,” Billy replied, tilting his head and arching both eyebrows. "I mean.you still have an 
appeal on the cards. They're going to get you out of here. A month, tops, | bet" 


Joey made no reply, silently inclining his head forward. Billy took the silent hint, patting his friend on the 


shoulder and standing, returning to his own group of friends. 


A myriad of thoughts fell upon Joey and he bent his head, closing his eyes and letting them wash over his 
mind. His guilt, his lies, his future and promises to Troy, his vows to keep him safe, all weighed heavily. 


Inside the makeshift stronghold, Billy and his friends finished off the communion wine, talking and laughing, 
taking the last moments of their dubious freedom before they once again found themselves behind bars. Troy 
stood at the altar, thumbing through a bible and talking quietly to several other refugee prisoners, while 
Jeordie stood silently at the door. 


At the very back of the chapel, sitting alone on a wooden pew, Joey touched his fingers to his forehead, his 
heart, from shoulder to shoulder, and quietly prayed. 


#3 End # 


Epilogue - Three Months Later 
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Joey sat on the hood of the car, the paper box in his hands leaking grease onto his fingers. He didn't notice. His 
head was tilted back, looking up at the sun burning bright in the sky above him. Try as he might, he couldn't 


ever remember being so warm. 

"You okay?" Troy asked, gently nudging his elbow. "Your Kung Pao's getting cold." 

Frowning down at the box in his hands, Joey nodded, stabbing a piece of chicken with one chopstick. 
‘Im fine. Just.its all surprising, you know? The gravel. The sun. The noodles. It's all..really different." 


Troy smiled softly, reaching into the back between his knees and handing Joey a fork, grinning at the grateful 


acceptance. 
"You'll get used to it. You have a permanent counselor at your fingertips, after all. 


Joey laughed gently, nodding and twisting the noodles around his fork. It was true. To no one's surprise, Troy 
had left the priesthood just days after the riot, beginning the process of working instead as a counselor, 
helping released inmates adjust to the free world, in conjunction with their parole officers. It seemed to make 


him happy, and Joey wasn't arguing. 


"Thank you for the food." he muttered, taking another mouthful from the box. Troy had greeted him at the 
prison gates with a bag of takeout boxes and six cans of soda Joey wasn't sure if it was his tastes that had 
changed, or if he really did prefer prison food to the greasy noodles, but the gesture was appreciated 
nonetheless.o 

"You're welcome," Troy replied, sitting hip-to-hip with Joey on the hood of his car. Since the riot, he'd seen 
Joey only a handful of times, and always behind a glass window. He'd been passing messages mostly through 
Corrections Officer, Jeordie White, who had returned to work no more than a month after the prison had 


regained control of the integration wing. 


The aftermath of the riot had been handled quietly, and with little repercussion. It seemed that those 
responsible for the riot, and the resulting deaths, had all met their end at the hands of others. The testimony 
of Jeordie and Troy had been solid and irrefutable - few men were willing to argue with a heroic guard and a 


former priest. 


Trent's part in starting the riot had been verified, although the details were hushed and eventually suppressed. 


Jeordie was quietly rewarded for taking out such a dangerous individual, especially after his sworn word that 
Trent had been the one to shoot Josh. Jeordie was unable to explain his motives, suggesting his insanity and 
obsession had led him to try and take control of the prisoners. It seemed like the likeliest explanation, and no 


further investigation was deemed necessary. 


In the aftermath, although no punishment was handed out, three inmates were transfered to a psychiatric 
ward. Aaron had been found on the ground beside Trent's body, shaking and crying, unable to form an 
intelligible sentence. He appeared so scarred by whatever he had witnessed during the riot, and at Trent's 
hands, that a sedated existence in a medical ward seemed the most humane solution. 


Eventually having to be tranquilized to calm Mikey down, Prison authorities wasted no time in transferring him 
to a maximum security hospital, with serious questions asked as to why this was only happening now. Quick to 
follow him was a small, slim Italian boy, of which no one knew much about. He suddenly stopped eating and 


drinking after the riot was resolved, without any explanation as to why. 


Joey sighed softly, closing the box of food in his hands and looking up at the prison standing before him, quiet 
and ominous in the midday sun. He tried not to reflection the past three months, the waiting and agonizing over 
his appeal, constantly worried for Troy on the outside. Billy had constantly reminded him that both Jeordie and 
Troy were arguing to the appeal board on his behalf, and that they could hardly be refuted as sincere, but 
still the doubt settled. Only barely an hour before, when he'd been taken from his cell, given his clothes, and 
ushered to the door, had he really believed it could happen. 


"Are you sure you're alright?" Troy asked quietly, glancing warily at Joey and shielding his eyes from the sun 
"You aren't having second thoughts, are you? If you want to find your own apartment, you don't have to stay 


with me...” 


"No, no." Joey shook his head, taking the fortune cookie from the bag and cracking it open. "Just thinking, 
About the last few months." 


Troy nodded, packing up his own food and sliding from atop the car, dusting himself off. Joey still found it 
strange to see him in a button down shirt and jeans, a sight he would be getting used to. 


“There's a lot to think about. Come on, we need to get going. | want to go by the parole office before we get to 
my apartment, just to pick up a few things, and then.whatever you want to do." 


"Sleep," Joey smiled, popping the dry cookie in his mouth and frowning at the taste, spitting it out onto the 
road. "Sleep, and eat more Chinese, and then sleep. Then.| don't know. Start an appeal for Billy - god knows no 


one else is going to." 


Troy opened the driver's side door, sliding in behind the wheel and motioning for Joey to join him. He grinned, 
nodding. 


"One more innocent man left in jail, huh? We'd best get him out" 


Joey forced a smile, nodding and pressing down the twisting guilt in his stomach. At least with Mikey locked 
away in a padded room, no one would ever know the truth about Joey's supposed innocence. Troy, certainly, 
would never know. 

"What does that say, anyway?" Troy started the engine, gesturing to the fortune in Joey's hand. Frowning, Joey 
held it up in the sun, reading the red printed words aloud, and laughing at the familiar motivational quote, last 
seen on a poster hung in the chapel. 

"In times of chaos, find peace in yourself." 

Troy paused, his hands on the steering wheel, waiting a half second before letting out an uneasy laugh. 

"You have an angel on your shoulder, Joey. | swear." 

Joey snorted, crumpling the strip of paper into a tiny ball and letting it fall outside the window, the only piece 


of himself he would leave at the prison He slid his hand over Troy's thigh and closed his eyes, resting his head 
back against the seat. An angel indeed. 


FKE 


